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Introduction 


O many people poetry is a religion. Similes, 

metaphors, cadences, the fragrance of poetic 

phrases and the warmth of their music are to 
such people not merely rhetorical sign-posts that help 
them to interpret the author’s meaning, but they are 
flashes of reality that point out the eternal unity, 
though visible diversity of things. Our human minds 
are like so many imperfect and distorted mirrors in 
which the One is reflected in a million apparently 
irreconcilable variations. Now and then, however, 
the mist lifts for the fraction of a second before a 
small part of the mirror of our minds, and a poem 
is born. Then we realize that the color of the dying 
leaf is one and the same with the tint of the setting 
sun, that the rippling laughter of a child is not only 
akin to, but ts the ripple of the fountain. The soft 
syllables of a mother’s lullaby and the notes that fall 
like blossoms from the flute player’s lips are but 
different cadences of the self-same voice of God. The 
reason why an apt figure of speech thrills us so 
strangely is because the poet, by means of this figure 
of speech, stretches an invisible thread of gold between 
our hearts and the heart of God. Every poem that 
does this, however imperfectly, is to me a true poem 
and a great poem. Even though the technique may at 
times be somewhat faulty, I accept as genuine every 
poem in which the author sincerely and reverently 
calls out through the night and finds an echo of 
gladness and recognition. I refuse to measure the 
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technique of a poem like a yard of cloth or to analyze 
its quality like a pound of lard. A true poem, to my 
mind, is a poem which keeps alive in us the faith that 
this world, despite the days of darkness and savagery 
that we are living through, is in the final analysis 
good and beautiful and true. 

As in the Anthology of last year, I have begun this 
collection with poems of youth and spring. These I 
have followed with other poems dealing with nature 
in her various moods during the summer, autumn and 
winter seasons. Then comes a series of poems in which 
the influence of nature is reflected in the hearts of 
human beings. This leads to a group of philosophical 
and religious poems, which in turn form a transition 
between the human interest poems that precede and 
the last poems of the book which ring out with 
the clear tones of hope and transfiguration, through 
death. 

I want to take this opportunity to thank most 
cordially all those who have been kind enough to 
submit their poems. Out of the many poems sub- 
mitted I have picked out for inclusion in the Anthol- 
ogy those poems that have most forcibly brought 
home to me the truth that we continually meet God 
face to face, that we see his smile in every star, in 
the glitter of the fire-fly, in the poet’s dream, in the 
soft still fall of snowflakes, in the soft fall of the 
years from eternity, in a lover’s kiss, in the dew- 
drenched violet, in the soldier’s prayer for his dying 
foes; that we hear His voice in the tempest’s roar, in 
the song of the lark, in the crash of the cataract, in 
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the silver song of the violin, in the last prayer of 
the dying martyr, in the rhythmical dance of baby 
feet. Pie. 

If there is one note in Contemporary Poets more 
dominant than others, it is the true ring of sincerity 
which, I believe, will be found in every poem included 
in this book. 

THE EDITOR. 
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Spring Rain 


By OLIVE FRANCES HANSON 


I cannot love your springtime on the hills 
With shivering green and naked tree, 

I want the feel of pointed rain 
And the sting of wind on the sea. 


I want the salt-stained yellow foam 
And the light of a shattered sky, 

Sand torn from a splintered cliff 
And the wild sea-birds’ cry. 


An April Day 


By PERRIN HOLMES LOWREY 


DAWN 


A morning of gold and green 

And a path to the top of a hill; 
Music and scent and sheen 

Color and flame and thrill. 


Sap in the veins of the tree, 
Twitter and bud and birth; 
Hope in the heart of the bee, 
And love in the whole of the earth. 


AFTERNOON 


The clover nods, the bees are loud, 
As drowsily content I lie, 

And Distance turns a fluffy cloud 
To castles in the April sky. 


The murmur of an orchard stream 
Comes dimly down the perfumed ways; 
My languid fancies drift and dream 
Through all the golden yesterdays. 


TWILIGHT PRAYER 


Lift from my heart, O God, I humbly pray, 
This sense of sweetness that I cannot bear! 
‘The dying beauty of Thy April day 
Is touched with sacred splendor every- 
where. 


NIGHT 


Sleep in the eyes of the sky, 

And a hush in the hearts of the stream: 
Slumberous fields that lie 

Burdened with beauty and dream. 


Silence and shadowy light, 

And a graceful crescent curled; 
Peace on the lips of the night, 

And God in the width of the world. 


Literary Digest, April 26, 1919 


April Morning 


By BERTHA L. GIBBONS 


O April morn, who are so sweet and tender, 
With budding life and fluttering infant breath, 
Must I, beyond your smiling eyes of azure, 
Ever see the hollow eyes of Death? 


Yet let me hold you close, sweet April Morning, 
You who resemble most my infant son. 
Nestle your downy head upon my bosom 
And thus Ill dream I hold my precious one. 


First Lilacs 
By ARTHUR TRUMAN MERRILL 


I may close the door on joyous springs 
But no door will ever shut out 

From the heart that sings the odorous things 
The bees are buzzing about. 


I am passing free, or I seem to be, 
Toempty my dreams in the depths of the sea, 
But what is the use when the morning tide 
Would bring them all back to me? 


So, to all who are dreamers, let me confide 
The joy of the secret that sings in me, 
And with all who are lovers let me divide 

The first spring blooms of the lilac tree. 


The God of Summer 


By EvA BUELL PEDEN 


I’m the glory of the morning, 
I am all that is perfect and true, 

I’m the song of the bird which is ever heard 
The live-long summer through. 


I’m the fragrance of the lilies, 
I’m the perfume of every rose, 

I’m the laugh of a child, I’m the forest wild, 
I’m the evening in repose. 


I’m the joy in the heart of lovers, 
I am calm in the heart of the old, 

I am wisdom and peace which shall ever increase, 
I am beauty manifold. 


I am mellow, golden sunlight, 
I am life to the king and the clod, 

I’m the heart of the bee and I set summer free— 
I am Balder, the summer’s god! 


Summer 
By L. MITCHELL THORNTON 


I’ve found a bumble-bee, 
And you've found a rose; 
But that doesn’t humble me 
As some might suppose; 
Summer’s in the bee’s wing 
Summer’s in the flower, 
Truly, each of these bring 
As certainly its dower. 


I’ve found a camping place, 
You've found a hall; 

Mine’s just a tramping place 
With no swank at all; 

But your heart and my heart 
Can cheat the grasp of care, 

For Summer’s art is real art, 
And Summer’s everywhere. 


Reprinted from the Saturday Evening Post. 


Leafy June Is Here in Beauty 


By ELVIRA BUSH SMITH 


Leafy June is here in beauty 
In her emerald gown, 

With the buttercups for jewels 
In her priceless crown. 


Now her breath like eastern perfumes 
Makes the wildwood sweet, 

And the myriad forest beauties 
Worship at her feet. 


Canopies of green protect her 
From the summer sun, 

And her lovely fern-decked sceptre 
Shows her reign begun. 


Brief the rule of our loved princess, 
Pride of all the year, 

In whose praise the woodland chorus 
Sings because she’s here. 


Now the wild rose glows in beauty, 
Handmaid full of grace, 

While the silver lakes all image 
June’s own perfect face. 


Leafy June is here in beauty, 
Smiling on the rills, 

Radiant June beloved by mortals, 
Radiant June! Goddess of green hills! 


Copyright by Theodore Presser Co, Used by permission. Set to music by 
. S. Hosmer, 


Wild Night, Wild Night 


By ANNIE STEARNS TESKE 


Wild night, wild night, 
With a magic moon, 
Oh the beauty everywhere 

When it’s glorious June. 


Fragrance in the garden, 
Roses on the wall, 

How can mortal heart 
Ever hold it all? 


Wild night, wild night, 
With a magic moon, 
Isn’t it wonderful 
To be alive in June? 


Summer Is Busy Weaving 
By ANNIE STEARNS TESKE 


Summer is busy weaving 
On her magic loom 

A tapestry of fragrance, 
Of song and of bloom, 


Of rainbows and dawns, 

And humming birds’ wings, 
Of sunsets and starlight 

And all lovely things. 
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Autumn 
By R. ALEXANDER BATE 


Lo Autumn’s rustic coat encircles where 

Late Summer’s fruitage shone in dress of green, 
A leafy vesture left by fair May Queen, 
Whose nod did silence noisy Winter’s blare. 


Bronze Autumn weans from every sapful care, 

And gorgeous drapes her breasts with matron’s mien 
While in each seed she seals new Life unseen 

To burst anew when Sun’s Spring kiss shall dare. 


So Autumn, richest in productive store, 
Perfumes her breath with vine and spices fine, 
Makes drunk with color schemes and ozone air. 


O Autumn! Treasured in thy limning lore 
Are hidden secrets that I would were mine 
For earthly source of Life is written there. 
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Harvest 
By JANE C. KUCHENTHAL 


Purple the haze on the horizon 
Purple the grapes on the vine, 
And into our hearts a melody 
Of the Indian Summer time. 
A time of harvest and beauty 
A time of work and play. 
And for all who follow the Master 
A rest at the close of day. 
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October Day 


By HELENE MARTHA BOLL 


A long, long glimpse of the purple hills 
On a clear October day, 

The pointed peaks of the green black firs, 
A tiny child at play. 


The last rich yield of a golden crop, 
A dog asleep in the sun, 

A spiral twist of blue grey smoke, 
Leaves dropping one by one. 


A sparkling day and a crystal sky, 
Never a cloud to be seen, 

Is there a person abroad this day 
Who could think of anything mean? 
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Autumn Leaves 
By Mrs. VERNER G. EARLY 


A roll, 

A tumble, 

One by one 

They're coming down 
With Autumn winds 
In Western town. 


Jumping, 

Sliding, 

Gliding on, 

All a-flutter, 
Chasing each other 
In the gutter. 


Bumping, 
Tumbling, 

They're coming 
Down the hill, 

Like children playing 
Then suddenly still. 


Two runs, 

A leap, 

Breeze dancing, 

Frost, rain, snow, 
Sunshine vanishing, 
North winds blow,— 
Autumn leaves 

A heap 

Asleep. 


14 


A Ballad 


By MARGUERITE AVIS WHITCOMB 


Whiz of the skates, as they passed us, 
Laughter and whistles and screams, 
Glint of the silver metal, 
As they circle the moonlit beams. 


Stars in their twinkling distance, 
With light clouds dimly seen, 

Have you held the glittering rain drops 
Since ever the world has been?. 


Beautiful crystal waters 
Now bound to silver slate, 

Have you loosed your mighty fetters 
On this our gala féte? 


Slowly the cold dark ice field 
Moving currents show, 

While the shouts of the merry skaters 
Sound shrill in the moonlight glow. 


Darkly the death robed angel 
Opens her cold embrace; 

And the gurgling sound of waters 
Keeps time to the skaters’ pace. 


The stars grow faint and fainter, 
The moon seems overcast— 

Splash, in the icy deathtrap, 
The skaters plunge aghast! 
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Slowly the ice crack widens, 
Loudly we make the shore,— 
While the life line floats above them, 
The waters close once more. 


Over the distant hilltops 
The moon new radiance sheds,— 
And the sleepers wake from slumber 
When the night hawk the dark shore treads. 


16 


Winternight 
By H. HERMAN 


When alone near my window I listen to life, 
Come the snowflakes’ full secrets tonight; 
Are they humming a name, is it music I hear, 
While they dance so enchanting and light? 


And as magic e’er draws one, I walk in the snow, 
Till the wind and the storm stop me shert;— 
But I fight through the storm and I run through the 

wind, 
And I race with the whirlwind for sport. 


With a song in my heart I am reaching my goal, 
Thru the little old gate I arrive; 

Oh with you in my arms, it is heaven to me, 
Just to sit and to listen to life. 
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The Spirit of the Snow 


By ANNA MCINTOSH BEVILLE 


I saw her coming, flake by flake, 

Through the long white arches of the night 
Down to where some former brooklet ran; 
Bared of breast and fleet of foot, 

Radiant! Sparkling! wond’rous yet,— 

Soul without a land, 

And song without a name, 

Sweet spirit of the snow. 
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A Group of Cinquains 


By EUGENIA BRAGG SMITH 
SNOW 


Fling wide 

Your fleecy robe, 

And shield the barren breast 

Of mother earth—that you may warm 
Her heart! 


AIR CASTLES 


Gray clouds 

Piled high — castles 

Rising from opal seas — 

And like my dreams, they vanish and 
Are gone. 


STORM CLOUDS 


Threatening 

Yet wonderful, 

With direful angry look — 
As an avenging god might have 
When mad. 
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The Death of Dawn 


By RICHARD ALEXANDER 


Night gathered her soft robes about her, and 
Reluctantly withdrew into the wood. 

The grim, black crags stood guard beside the sea, 
Their ugliness engulfed in golden mist, 

As shone the torches of the messengers 
Who heralded the coming of the sun. 

One great white star, the last remaining in 
The opalescent sky, hung just below 

The silver crescent of the waning moon. 
But these soon faded out and disappeared, 
As trustfully approached the tender Dawn. 


Alas! fair, innocent and guileless Dawn! 

How reverently with rainbow hues he touched 
The dingy sails of sordid fisher craft! 

How sweetly smiled upon the sea and shore, 
That seemed so tranquil and serene! But he 
Was unaware of one faint, tiny cloud 

That furtively was peering, unobserved, 
Above the fair horizon, eagerly! 

And suddenly this slinking, wee cloud grew! 
Monstrous it became, and terrible. 

And like a savage beast, it swelled with rage. 
And rising up from where it crouched, it rolled 
Against, and barred the gateway of the sun... 
Now jaws and body of the beast drip with 
The blood of murdered, unsuspecting Dawn! 
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Night hastily returned, and gazed upon 

Her loved, slain off-spring growing cold in death. 
Thus foully slaughtered ere the Sun of Youth 
Had scarcely shone upon his guiltless head! 

His blue eyes were concealed in purpling lids, 
His pearly breast all smeared with scarlet blood, 
That mingled with the bright gold of his hair. . . 
Too soon a dull grey pallor settled on 

The blighted radiance of his fair, young face, 
As dead he lay before his mother, Night. 


She tore the savage cloud with forkéd flame 
That leaped and darted from her wrathful eyes. 
The very doors of Heaven split and crashed 

At her wild lamentation for her son... 

And with her frenzied grief she lashed the sea, 
And drenched the earth with torrents of her tears, 
And with her sighs tore up great forest trees. 

... But when she found her anguish impotent... 
About her son she wrapped her star gemmed robe, 
And laid herself beside him on the ground... 
Still shuddering. For well she knew that Day 
Again was fast approaching, and would claim 
Another Dawn. . .to madly slay at will! 
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The Desert’s Dawn Cry 


By LUCcILE PITTMAN LEECH 


O, Land of silences sublime and utterance strange, 
O, Land of mystery! 

Thy wonders lure and woo me from afar 

Across the vast dividing sea. 

I can but heed that summons strange, 

Which draws me from life’s sweet serenity. 

The desert’s magic floods my dreams, 

With mystical allure, besetting me. 


Never the birth of morning comes, 
Or the twilight’s gentle falling, 
But sounds in my ears the booming tone 
Of the desert’s dawn cry—calling, calling. 


The wind is singing through the veldt, 

The cactus lends its glow of gorgeous bloom, 
And then the sand—the shining sand, 

The somber shadows and the unknown doom! 
The stars hang low above the desert dunes, 

The whispering winds their secrets tell 

To ears attuned. All those who once have known 
Must seek again that magic spell. 


Never the birth of morning comes, 
Or the twilight’s gentle falling, 
But sounds in my ears the booming tone 
Of the desert’s dawn cry—calling, calling. 
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Early Morning and a Prayer 


By HALA JEAN HAMMOND 


Fawn at the edge of a forest; 
Dew-wet limbs, wondering eyes 
Blurred still with shadowy haunting 
Of night, star-wise — 


Oh faintly to wild destring 
Come reddening sktes! 


Soft lying on heart a silence, 
A balm; a purge, a prayer; 
Finger on lip, lest a whisper 
Too flagrantly bare— 


Naked Dawn with the wind’s bold fingers 
In her rumpled hair. 
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Morning 


By Mary DELL ALLEN 


God calls the stars 

And enfolds them in the soft robes of the morning; 

A rosy veil of mist, He hangs, that hides them from 
our view. 

He blows His breath 

And purple billows piling high 

Are edged with gold; 

The silver clouds float off with trails aglow, 

Dawn fairies touch their harps,— 

The golden morn 

Is canopied with sky of blue. 


God smiles and the morning sings 
And floats to us on amber wings. 


God speaks, 

And the hills are speaking too; 

Each canyon, ravine, 

Stands out in its shadows of brown and of green. 
And into the depth of the deepest we see 

The deep deep blue like the blue blue sea. 

And over it all 

God’s angels must hold that lavender haze 

And let its soft folds 

Ripple out o’er the hills with their poppies of gold. 


God's hand reaches out and from fingers divine 
He drops a new day—lIt is yours, it is mine. 
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‘The Lake Road on Monday Morning 


By ELIZABETH WIDNEY 


We drive from city grime and greet with joy 

The dripping greenness of the willow trees, 

The sunlight blueness of the lake; 

The sky that’s gray, yet has no frown; 

The joyousness of high lights on the leaves; 

The sunned tranquility of lawns; 

The clipped fidelity of glossy hedge; 

The arbor vitae’s sweet appeal; 

The modest comfort of the cottage home; 

The stalwart steadiness of men who work; 

The fluttering of garments clean—so very clean— 
upon the line; 

O Father! How I thank Thee that our journey takes 
the Lake Road in! 
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Dew Drops 


By IsoLA M. OHAVER 


Dew drops glisten—glisten—glisten, 
As the rosy dawning light 

Sheds its rays of matchless beauty 
On dew fallen through the night. 
On the lilies, on the roses, 

In the wildwood on each bower, 
We behold this mystic moisture 
Showered down by unseen power. 
As I gaze I dream of mountains, 
Mighty forests, flowers of blue,— 
Of the marshy woodland violet, 
Bathed in early morning dew. 


Dew drops glisten—glisten—-glisten, 
In the rosy dawning light, 

Showered down, a mystic beauty, 
From the atmosphere at night. 
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Sunset 
By SISTER MARY CATHERINE, C.T. 


Riot of color over my head, 

Shouts from my heart—crimson with joy, 
Shouts like the fun in the heart of a boy 
Tossing his pillows and tumbling his bed. 


Stories and singing done—Prayers have been said, 
Castles miraculous fade from the skies— 

Banquet of beauty for work-weary eyes— 

Time for God’s “grown-ups” to slip off to bed. 


Drop the dark curtain now, put out the light. 
Though it’s only the close of a commonplace day— 
Cuddling up time at the close of our play— 

God tells his children a lingering ‘‘Good Night,” 


Sure of their Father’s love, falling asleep 
Tucked in by Darkness, benignant and deep. 
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Evening 
By Lois RANDOLPH 


In summer when the day is o’er, 
And I come home from town— 
From the noisy dusty town— 
From the crowded busy town 

I sit at my little cabin door 
And watch the sun go down. 


I see it gently slip away 
Far down the western sky— 
Down the flaming western sky— 
Down a many-colored sky 

And the glory of the colors gay 
Stream outward far and high. 


But soon a veil of blue and gray 
These wondrous skies enfold— 
These vivid skies enfold— 
These gorgeous skies enfold, 

And with the passing of the day 
Come night winds fresh and cold. 


The mesa rims are silver lines 
Where the moon begins to peep— 
With its smiling face to peep— 
With its gentle light to peep, 

And lulled by night winds thro’ the pines 
I lay me down to sleep. 

She-thas-ie. 
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Evening in the Mountains 
By ELSIE PAGE 


How the flowers in the garden sparkled in the setting 


sun, 

As we sat and watched and listened when the evening 
had begun! 

When we listened to the murmur of the river flowing 
on; 

And the song of bird and cricket and the bleat of deer 
and fawn. 

Now I fancy I can see the old log cabin down the 
street, 


And the cows a-coming homeward from the pasture 
fresh and sweet. 

Yes, I hear their bells a-tinkling and I hear their 
murmured low; 

And I wonder if the scene has changed since one short 
year ago. 

I can hear the ripples lapping and the whisper of the 
trees; 

I can hear the wood-thrush singing and the humming 
of the bees. 

Yes, the hollyhocks are blooming and I feel the peace 
of God, 

As my thoughts are lifted upward to the plane where 
angels trod. 

May we meet around His threshold at the setting of 
life’s sun, 

As we did around the cabin door, when evening had 
begun. 
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Night* 


By JERRY CLASON 


Descending 

On soundless feet 

She lights her candles— 
The stars 


And by their shimmering light 
Combs her hair— 

Covering us 

With her tresses. 


*This poem is reprinted, with permission, from New Verse and Fiction. 
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‘Themes for a Moonlight Suite 


By HAROLD STEIN JANTZ 


I 
PRELUDE 


The night—is nothing. I am nothing. 

a magician maybe 

with a silent wand 

has waved the earth away to nothingness 
and left dim shadows in its image. 


II 
FANTAISIE 


The moon rises out of the ocean 
as if he were an overripe orange 
tossed up from an Italian fruit steamer. 
III 
HUMORESQUE 


The moon: 
a fisherman in our ethereal ocean; 


in his silvery net 
he has engaged many a poor fish. 


IV 
TRAGIQUE 


I have drunk the wine 


to the dregs. 
I must go down to the sea and wash the cup. 
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Night is waiting for me at the door, 
the waves are beating against the cliffs 
—over me soon. 


No! 

wench, come here! 

and fill the cup with your cellar’s reddest wine, 
then come and sit with me and drink with me. 


V 
FUNEBRE 


He lay dead 

with the dew in his eyes; 

for a moment the moon broke through the clouds 
and his eyes gleamed once more; 

the pall drew close again over the battlefield: 
wraiths of fog, soft rain, 

silence. 


VI 
GROTESQUE 


So the moon was hanged 

higher than Haman: 

the wind of God flopped and spun him about 
and clanked his chains 

in harmony with the music of the spheres; 

each month a vulture slowly consumed the carrion 
and slowly spewed him forth again. 
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VII 
FINALE 
The dreams have left me. 


I can see them dimly, flitting away among the trees 
at daybreak. 
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In the Garden at Midnight 


By AUGUSTA L. DUTCHER 


A féte in the garden at midnight was held, 

At which not a bird nor an insect rebelled; 

Each glow-worm flew ‘round with his own tiny light 
That out in the dark shone radiantly bright. 


The place was all gracefully garnished with flowers 
On which Mother Nature spent many long hours; 
The sweet rambler roses, bright pink and bright red 
Were marvels of beauty, so all the guests said. 


The crickets were singing a gay, cheerful song, 
That helped to enliven the visiting throng; 

The owl very gravely chimed in with his bass, 
While giddy bats flew all around on the place. 


The only discordance that anyone heard, 

Was shouted by some unknown, ill-mannered bird, 
Who, just at a moment quite peaceful and still, 
Shouted out very loudly to ““Whip-poor-Will!”’ 


Who the unfortunate Will could possibly be 
Seemed to be shrouded in a dark mystery; 
Perhaps he was some very mischievous elf, 

Who always made trouble for folks and himself. 


Honey was served from the honeysuckle vine, 
And glistening dewdrops replaced the red wine. 
After supper they danced on the velvety lawn 
By the light of the moon, until early dawn. 
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New England Seasons 


By ARTHUR TRUMAN MERRILL 


Let us forget the chickadees 
The phoebes and the pewees 
And the orioles flashing by; 
Let us forget the dizzy dance 
Of summer flowers 

And the solemn pageant 

Of passing goldenrod; 


Then may we join the ghost-dance 
Of falling snows 

In the cold that drops noiseless 

As icicles from the stars; 

Then may our ears purr 

At the guttural note of the barn-owl 
And the grating cawing of the crows. 


But the heart will then be torn anew 
When March races the last ghost-flake 
Across the hemlock hills. 
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A Wind Came Blowing 


By ANITA MCLEAN WILLISON 


A fragile china cup 

Was resting on that shelf out from the wall, 
But I had never gone too near, 

For fear that it should fall. 


The frailest sort of flower 

Was blooming from the fresh earth by the walk, 
But I had never stepped too close 

To crush its tender stalk. 


A tiny bit of love 

Was growing from a friendship strong and fond, 
But I had not yet gone too near 

To break that little bond. 


Then all at once, a wind 

Came blowing, and the fragile china cup 
Broke, with a little crash, into— 

No thing I could pick up. 


That frailest flower, too, 

Was broken by the wind, and stepped upon; 

And that one tiny bit of love 

Was blown, and torn, and crushed, till it was gone. 
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The Mighty Wind 


By FLORENCE FAGAN GOODRICH 


I like to feel the mighty wind 
That fierce and hard does blow; 

It seems to come from nowhere, 
And nowhere does it go. 


It starts so early in the day 
And wears itself quite out, 
A-scattering things this way and that, 
Strewing them all about! 


It seems to me a human thing 
That I can almost see, 

A-waving branches to and fro 
In graceful harmony. 


It answers to my various moods 
Of bright or somber hue; 

When everything is lovely rose, 
Or when I’m deeply blue. 


No one can stop its onward rush. 
It needs must run its course; 

But when the twilight hours draw near 
It calms in meek remorse. 
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Betrayal 


By DONALD MERRY 


Overhead the dreamy breezes crooned a plaintive 


lullaby, 

The moon, a golden goblet, poured its richness from 
the sky— 

While before us death-like lilies trailed their tresses in 
the pool. 

And the magic, mystic madness of the glamour of the 
night, 

Wove a potent spell upon us; sang a love song of 
delight— 

But a tiny voice within me seemed to whisper to me, 
i FOOL 


Symphonies of hidden insects piped a pxan of desire, 

While within my very being flowed a limpid, liquid 
fire, 

Something deep within my conscience seemed to 
prophesy despair. 


Overhead the moaning breezes seemed to wail a 
requiem; 

The glamour of the night became a hideous, madding 
dream. 

My soul was filled with terror when you left me 
lying there. 
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Gardens 


By CYRIL MALCOLM LAPOINTE 


My mother loved a garden, 
And so, I think, does God... 

I see the message written 
In every living sod. 


Why, Eden was a garden! 
And Jesus loved one too, 
For after the last supper 
No other place would do. 


And I, too, love a garden, 
It’s helpful to my soul, 
No other earthly agent 
So helps to keep me whole. 


So, friend, if sour and weary 
From work-day cares so rife, 
Just cultivate a garden 
And it will bring you life. 
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A Crown of Roses 
By MARY JANE DEW 


I wear a crown of roses 
To mark me as a queen, 

So lovely, fresh, and fragrant, 
My crown of pink and green. 


The rosebuds closely cluster 
And roses scent the air 

With here and there green foliage 
To fringe my dark brown hair. 


My crown I’ve wisely chosen 
So soft, so light, and fair, 
More precious than a gold one, 
So hard, a weight of care. 


Each rose a living challenge 
To live as roses say, 
“A life that’s filled with sweetness 
From morn till close of day.” 
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Canina Viola 
By MARY HELEN KERR 


There grows a little flower, 
So modest and so meek; 

Prefers a lowly bower, 
And doth not notice seek. 


Her gown of royal purple— 
Her dainty fragrance rare, 
Appear in March and April, 
When hail-storms she must dare. 


Among the grasses hiding, 
So shyly and demure; 
Beneath broad leaves concealing, 
Herself so sweet and pure. 


On leafless stalk so slender, 
With petals soft as lace, 

Her face so sweet and tender, 
Speaks beauty, poise and grace. 


O Canina Viola, 
I think your purple gown, 
Is just as sweet and lovely 
As any rose’s crown. 
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A Touch of Color 


By HENRY LEE HIGGINSON 
Oh, I shall sing a strange new song tonight 
It will be gold and lavender and blue; 


For I have gathered violets for the tune 
And stopped to pluck a buttercup or two. 
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A Water Lily 


By MARGUERITE FRANZISKA ERNST 


A water nymph is floating 
On a lake of azure hue, 

That sparkles like a turquoise 
And reflects the heaven’s blue. 


Her hair is gold as sunlight, 
And she wears a satin gown, 

That shimmers like old ivory, 
Or milkweed’s silken down. 


She wafts her pearly kisses 
To a silver dragon fly, 

And all her ruffles flutter, 
When it gaily breezes by. 


She smiles at fish, so brilliant, 
As they shimmer gold and green, 
And tells her frog king wooer, 
That she cannot be his queen. 


Her heart has long been given 

Toa prince who’s young and gay, 
A black and golden butterfly, 

From elfland, far away. 
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Discovery 
By BRIGHT W. PADGITT 


The wind comes down the woodland path 
And shakes the boughs amain; 

It whips the poplars white with wrath 
And billows down the grain. 


It rushes madly, here and there, 
And settles in the lane,— 

It stops to see a sight most fair, 
Wild roses in the rain. 
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Carnations 
By KATE WOODWARD NOBLE 


Give me not roses, pale, dawn-flushed, or carmine; 

Frail is their beauty, sensuous their fragrance; 

Too soon they die, scatt’ring their faded petals— 
Give me not roses. 


Children of early summer they, the kisses 
Of the great sun, their fierce and ardent lover, 
Burn their life-blood; ‘neath them they droop and 
wither— 
Give me not roses. 


Give me instead, carnations; pure and snowy, 
Shell-pink, or glowing red; their spicy fragrance 
Wafted abroad upon the summer breezes— 

Give me carnations. 


"Neath the sun’s kisses they but glow the brighter, 

Breathing their passion forth in perfume; keeping 

Color and fragrance even while they wither— 
Give me carnations. 


Not the rose-love for me, so fair and fleeting; 

Give me, instead, the love of the carnation, 

Lasting and strong, and lovely e’en in dying— 
Give me carnations. 
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The Orchestra of the Trees 
By MAup D. HALL 


From out the northwest comes the theme, 
And all the trees tune up their limbs 

To answer. The pines with base attuned, 
As though they kept earth-bound 

With their solidity, the higher overtones. 


Oak sounds with measured beat 

The opening chord, with gravest pitch and chime. 
Maple joins with baritone sublime. 

The beech and birch with flute-like notes 
Nod answer to the wind. 

The wind. The maestro, 

Whose slender waving fingers 

Call forth the lightest note 

Or mightiest diapason of sound, 

And sets to music the gyrations 

Of the giants of the ground. 


The pianissimo of poplar tree, 

The lordly tenor of the elms, 

The whispering softness of the willow, 

That smooths and softens my hard pillow. 

The gusts innumerable of gay October 

Play solemn music for those about to die. 

And fallen leaves in mournful ricochet 

Are tinkling cymbals, that but seem to say 
“Play madly, for as you are today 

An intermittent recitative 

I was but yesterday.” 
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Elm 


By ELLEN S. FIELD 


The elm is a gracious lady 
Receiving guests at tea 
Nodding and smiling 
And lifting hands cordially. 


Prophecy 


By EDITH L. NICHOLS 


The trees 

Are showering leaves of gold, 
On a frosted, silver earth, 
And I shudder and quake, 
As the blue jays call, 

With cold, laconic mirth. 
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‘The Spat 


By LILLIAN HINTON 


Said the gay young Lombardy poplar, 
“T am straight and slim and tall; 
You are sloven and very stout, 
And you have no style at all. 


“The ground all around you is littered, 
And the birds eat among your hair; 
People climb you with dirty feet, 
Pick the fruit and leave you bare.”’ 


“Oh,” replied the lowly plump cherry, 
“You do not give much shade; 
And folks love the pies and the sauces 
From my luscious cherries made. 


“Trees are most prized for their use and good; 
Your beauty may please the eye, 
But you, they can only use for wood,— 
Few will miss you when you die.” 
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To a Group of Certain Pines 
By CLARA V. J. BILLINGS 


I do not know when you were loveliest, 

Light-tipped in Spring or when a generous snow 
Made for each dusky branch a cushioned vest, 

Or when you stood as jet against the glow 

Of every sun that stained the Western sky, 

Or on clear nights when your tall mounting spires 
Reached up to touch the Pleiades. Perhaps my eye 
Loved best your misty forms in dawn’s pale fires. 
Oh are you there, still eager for that star 

That always hung above your crowding reach? 

It cannot be that any hand would mar 

Such proud companions, fashioned each for each. 
Many the thoughts of you that I’ve sent winging, 
Through all these years I still can hear your singing! 
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The Tree 


By LILLIAN M. KurRK 


Why I worship a tree 

And talk of its wonderful height, 
Its strength and width, 

Its cooling shade, 

And the joy of its leafy bower. 


The rain that 
Drenches it too; 
The lightning that 
Flashes through. 


It is swept 

By storms and is 
Covered with snow 
That turns to ice 
On a Winter’s day. 


And the salt of its tears 
Is the fragrance 

It gives 

To make our lives 
Complete. 


I have heard it sigh 

And weep as through 

The forest I stroll’d. 

My heart was heavily laden, 
But my sorrow was hushed 
By the sight of a tree. 


51 


Like a sentinel 

On guard it stood, 

Its branches reaching toward the sky 
To save us 

From the scorching sun. 


For you, 

To lie beneath its cooling shade 

Cradled to sleep 

With low whisp’ring breeze. 

A friend that shelters 

Its children dear 

To make merry, ‘neath its spreading limbs. 


I knelt at the 

Foot of the tree that 

Was an altar to me. 

Dear God, I prayed, give me the 
Strength that I 

May be like a tree. 


To weather the bitter storms 
Of life, and stand 

On duty to the end, though 
My body be tossed 

By life’s mistakes. 


Give me the courage, God, 
That I may be 

As strong as a tree— 

So others may have life 
Through me,—a tree. 
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My Palace 


By ADAH E. HALL 


The forest is my palace, 
My carpet is the leaves; 

The brooklet is my true friend, 
My pal, the summer breeze. 


I have within my palace 
Prized treasures fine as gold, 
When all the woodland flowers 
Their radiant blooms unfold. 


The bees and golden butterflies 
That gather from my store, 
Nectar from the flowers, 
I turn not from my door. 


The warblers form my chorus, 
Their songs are ever glad; 

They join in my happy hours, 
They soothe me when I’m sad. 


The music in the tree-tops 
When light the zephyrs blow, 

Sounds like sweet angel voices, 
Singing so soft and low. 


I spend many joyous hours 
By the brooks where flowers nod; 
Where the tree-tops, bathed in sunshine, 
Seem very near to God. 
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The Brooklet 


By HARRIS AUSTIN 


The silvery brooklet winds its way 
Through lea and fields of grain; 

Each shimmering wave determined goes 
Not to return again. 


Its hue is varied with the scenes 
Through which it flows so free; 

A tale of sorrow it may sing— 
Sometimes, a song of glee— 


The skein of life is colored, too, 
By scenes through which it flows; 

Why should we blame its changing hues, 
Or question the way it goes? 
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The Brook 


By JULES CRUZ 


I journey far, I journey near, 
I journey o’er the prairies; 

I sing a never ending song 
For many dancing fairies. 


I see the broad green country roll 
I see the slums of cities; 

I never charge a cent of toll 
To many wading kiddies. 


I rush along through forest aisles— 
Glide swiftly toward the river; 

I wash beneath the farmers’ stiles 
But tarry there—I never. 


I wash away great forest trees— 
I see the prairies’ flowers; 

I serve the busy honey bees 
Working through sunlit hours. 


From the mountain’s dashing current 
To the lowland’s languid tread, 

I finally join the river 
To be lost in its deep swift bed. 
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The Mountain Lake 


By JASPER BARNETT COWDIN 


Little bird 
Out in the jewel-bright weather, 
Come listen to what I am singing; 
Gay butterfly, pause in your winging— 
Hear me a word! 
This your play-place, by man unmolested, 
Where no commerce the silence can break, 
I have found; and my spirit lies rested 
By the side of your blue mountain lake. 


Little dears! 
Well do you know the most pleasant, 
Most secret green nooks in this bower; 
Familiar each tree-top and flower; 
Blithe pioneers, 
You go in the morning light early 
A-wing over upland and brake, 
New pleasures to find by the pearly, 
Smooth edge of your beautiful lake. 


Sunny days 
Come with their laughters to visit 
These scenes of your innocent playing, 
Where your gay life goes simply a-Maying 
In flower-bright ways. 
When your tired wings are folded for slumber, 
And the waning day leaves a red wake, 
Still the sun-children dance a last number 
In rings on your cloud-tinted lake. 
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Quiet nights 
Reign in their brilliant high splendor, 
Each mountain a sky-piercing column 
Of crystalline beauty most solemn. 
O’er the spired heights 
Bright drops in the heavens hang gleaming; 
No breezes the star-mirror break; 
All night the white lilies lie dreaming, 
Asleep on the silver-lit lake. 


Happy pair! 
Yours are the thousand gay blossoms, 


The sunshine, the freedom to wander, 

This valley’s wild fruitage to squander, 
All unaware 

How long the white summits have guarded 

This ancestral home you partake— 

How for ages cold peaks have retarded 

Man’s foot to your glorified lake. 


Human eyes 
Never have opened in wonder 
On half of the gorgeousness bidden 
To glow in far solitudes, hidden 
By the All-Wise. 
O’er this valley, though man saw it never, 
For a bird’s or a butterfly’s sake 
Grand pageants would pass, and forever 
Transfigure the lone mountain lake. 
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Wild Geese 


By MARY POWELL 
Watch the formation the wild geese fling, 
Separate from a bulrush each tiny wing; 


And note their flight thru the ether pure, 
To learn air tactics that will endure. 
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Gulls 


By GEORGE SCOTT GLEASON 


I cannot escape 

From the country of my mind, 

From the little waves of loneliness that rise, 
And from something low above the wave 
Parallelling skies. 


And from something curvetting and wind lashed 
Scudding amuck through space 

Abiding with its own luminous life 

Wave anchored in a place. 


And now, 

Only the ravished tides, and fluting bird mating with 
the wave, 

Only the saga of remembered ships, 

Only the sea chime and sudden wings, 

Brush against my lips. 
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The Sea Gull 


By VIRGINIA BULLOCK-WILLIS 


Reared in the midst of the tempest, 
Thou child of the Thunderer, Thor, 

Thy home is the lightning’s cradle 
Where the hosts of nature war. 


Thou art battling, ever battling, 
With thy shrill and strident cry, 
And circling, ever circling 
In the gray, tempestuous sky— 


Where the hurricane rages in fury, 

Where the breakers and storm clouds meet, 
Where the combers roll on madly, 

Fleeter and still more fleet, 


Till they rise up mighty as mountains 
And crash on the rock-bound shore, 
While in the gloom man’s stoutest vessels 

Oft sink to rise no more. 


Yet ever unmoved in the darkness, 
I see thee proudly soar, 

Ready to seize what chance casts up 
In the deafening crash and roar. 


Thy life is a lesson, oh, Sea Gull, 

‘That thou teachest for the good of our race: 
To win in the midst of struggle, 

To triumph in danger’s face. 
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‘The Sea 


By Roy NANCE SMETHERS 


The sea is blue, 

As blue as the sky, 

As deeply blue 

As the mermaid’s eye. 

This azure blue is the mermaid’s dress, 
Whitecaps the lace which her throat caress. 


The sea is green, 

As green as the trees 

So palely green 

In the spring’s fresh breeze. 

This pale sea-green is the mermaid’s gown, 
Whitecaps her scarf by soft winds blown. 


The sea is caramel, 

And as lightly tanned 

As the amber rocks 

On the sunkissed sand. 

The amber waves are the mermaid’s suit, 
Whitecaps the kerchief for her lips so mute. 


The sea is gray, 

As gray as the sky 

When the gray, gray mists 

Go floating by. 

This misty gray is the mermaid’s shroud, 
Whitecaps the veil o’er her face so proud. 
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Song of the Sapphire Sea 


By WILLIAM ALEXANDER JETTON 


I love thee,—beside the Sapphire Sea 

Of Memories,—I love thee. 

What canst thou mean to me 

Brooding beside the Sapphire Sea? 

Again I whisper to the waves of thee 

As the sea heaves on her breast, the driftwood of 
memory. 


I love thee, and my primitive soul cries 

A multitudinous murmur of dying sighs 

As it writhes and struggles with mortal ties. 

I love thee, and thou art mine. Ah, for Love divine! 
Like a scroll of hopes may the fates unwind, 

For in my heart thou art mine till the end of time,— 
Eternity of time,—my soul is thine. 


I sit in the twilight glow by the Sapphire Sea,— 

Reflection as mirror, its glimmering colors around 
me,— 

Sky of pale sigh,—in sunlit glory above, 

Crimson blues and golden hues,—oh my love.— 


The warm breezes blown over the sea become chill, 

Yet in the silence I wait for thee, petrescently still; 

For I love thee with the entire soul within me 

While thy footsteps on the moonlit water, draw 
nearer to me. 

I am tired,—longing for thee and for rest.— 

Slowly, softly, dark billowing clouds roll over the 
west 

Covering us as I draw thy soul to my breast— 

On this sea by the isle all love has blest, 


62 


List to the incoming waves kiss the shore 

With a tide of love that now rolls evermore— 

The past is all swept away 

Awaiting the birth of an eternal day. 

Our barge sails quietly across the Sapphire Sea, 

Into the dew-dawned sunrise of glistening sapphire— 

Our spirits fleeing from fire of my passions’ empire, 

I love thee,—I love thee,—the song of the Sapphire 
Sea. 


The sea that caresses the shores of the sands of time, 
And in its depths a silence we find 

That sings in the waves of the Sapphire Sea 

To a sky that shall gleam in another dawn, 

And a barge that is sailing on and on 

Into the dawn of eternity; 

And in the sunrise on the Sapphire Sea, 

Sings the song of the soul of me. 


The incoming waves embracing the shore 
With a tide of love that now rolls evermore— 
The past and its driftwood are all swept away 
In the birth of the dawn of eternal day. 
Quietly across the Sapphire Sea 

In dew-dawned sunrise of mingling sapphire, 
Our spirits are one in my soul’s empire, 

For I love thee,—I love thee,— 

Song of the Sapphire Sea, 
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In the Village by the Sea 


By JAMES P. EVANS 


Oh, for the music of the bells 
Softly floating o’er the lea, 

When the cows at eve came home— 
In the village by the sea; 


And the voices of the children 
As they played so happily, 

That oft were heard by night and day, 
In the village by the sea. 


And the worship in the old home 
When all sang some melody, 
And my father or mother prayed, 

In the village by the sea. 


Oh the youth went forth to labor 
Ere the hours of night could flee, 

And returned in the still darkness, 
In the village by the sea. 


In yonder house so near the hill, 
Beneath that spreading, ancient tree, 

The schoolmaster ‘‘kept his school,” 
In the village by the sea. 


Great men and women came from there,— 
That humble school near the lea: 
Simply were they reared and tutored 
In the village by the sea. 
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When peaceful Sunday morn arrived, 
People came of vanity free; 

To sing, to praise, and to worship, 
In the village by the sea. 


How sacred e’en the balmy air, 
And ev’ry flower and tree! 

As people gathered in the church, 
In the village by the sea. 


Alas, those good and simple folk 
(How they strove to make us free!), 
Long gone are they from scenes they loved, 
In the village by the sea. 
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The Sky 


By SELMA HAMANN 


The sky it is a giant tent 

That God has fashioned down 

Upon the far horizon with tall trees 

Of emerald green and sapphire brown 

For pins 

To keep his children in. 

For fear that we might tire of its blue, 

He’s taken his long paint brush, the East Wind, 

And splashed his turquoise canvas, 

That overhanging vastness, 

With gray-white, black bulged clouds, 

And silver needle shrouds 

Of rain, 

And veils of wrinkled smoke from vagabonding 
trains, 

A flash of rose cravat the sun oft wears at dawn, 

Or dainty negligée 

Of orchid that the evening dons at close of day, 

A silver slit of moon, and stars, the peep holes poked 
into 

The canopy that lets the light come through, 

And where the pins are bent— 

Por earth children play roughly at their games some- 
times and tear 

The canvas—I would like to peep just once outside. 

I often think that’s where 

The earth folks went 

Who died. 
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My Goldfish Pool 


By PERRY E. MCCULLOUGH 


A fleet of goldfish in the sky 
Within my lily pond, 

Swim thru a cloud to drink the bloom 
Of mirrored iris frond. 

The parrot feather lifts between 
Green floating hyacinth, 

A water lily bud creeps toward 
The surface, inch by inch. 


Moss covered snails crawl thru the ooze 
Or float by upside down, 

And wriggling hordes of polliwogs 
Will soon make tadpole town. 

A water beetle hurries by 
Intent on his affair, 

Perhaps a date with someone in 
That patch of sunlight there. 


At morn the brown bird bathes and puts 
The skipper bugs to rout, 

Then he sits on the tiger bridge 
And shakes his feathers out. 

A calm, fat frog comes out at dusk 
To play his big bassoon, 

Last night he swam across the sky 
From Vega to the moon. 
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Uncle Eben Enthuses 


By GERTRUDE CHURCHILL WHITNEY 


I reckon God never made 

Two sunsets quite alike; 

Nor yet a leaf, nor a blade 

Of grass, but what you'd find 
Some fleck, the least little shade 
That was some different. 

Take the way the sun set last night, 
An’ the night before, there must 
"Uv ben the littlest dight 

Of diff’rence. See it? No! 

Why, man, it sure was a sight 

To stop work for! The sun 

Went down like a great red ball, 
Straight over Turkey Hill. 

I stood a spell by the wall 

An’ watched it half way down— 
An’ say! before I could lower 

My pail down the well an’ back, 
That sun had gone,—no slower 
Than that! I don’t blame Persians 
For worshippin’ the sun. 

There’s somethin’ sublime in the way 
It goes, when the day is done. 

If I had larnin’, like you, 

I’d write a poem to the sun. 
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‘The Rainbow 


By ENOCH WESLEY EUBANKS 


The broken sunbeams tried to pass 
A fluffy grey-like humid mass, 
And piled their wreckage in the sky 
In wonderment before the eye. 


An archway grew upon the mist 
To typify the amethyst, 

And as the myriad colors show 
God paints his promise in the glow. 
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Crystals 


By ETHEL CLARK SELLERS 


Crystals so delicate, 
Cold as ice; 

So smooth and hard, 
Fascinating and rare, 
Chiseled into baubles 
Glittering so nice,— 
I love to wear. 

And wearing them, 
They gather all the warmth 
I have to impart; 
And warm become, 
As my heart. 


They lie encircled 

On slim shoulders, 
Whispering secrets 

To my soul. 

Have you a heart, full of light, 
White crystals, 

Cold as a winter’s night? 
What is it that lends 

To you such beauty? 

Perhaps ’tis my own reflected warmth, 
That pierces your heart of ice 
And charms 

Your glittering tears 

Into a thousand smiles. 
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God’s World 


By HELEN LE VAN MODRICKER 


The sun was sinking in the west 
With colors soft and rare, 
Twas eventide and time to rest, 

Time to forget all care. 


The sun enhanced with colors bright,— 
The sky, and sea, and land; 

And proved God’s great power and might 
Far greater than artist’s hand. 


The little clouds like angels white 
Passed on their way to sea, 

While the beauty of the sunset 
Seemed to encompass me. 


A shadow then fell o’er the earth 
And everything grew dim; 

The round moon rose to watch the world— 
To guard God’s own for Him. 
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Mountains Give Me of Your Strength 


By AMY BOUDREAU 


Mountains give me of your strength, 
Of your calmness give— 

Here within your shadows daily, 
Teach me how to live! 


Give me fortitude and courage, 
Show me how to stand 

When faltering faith and broken dreams 
Press close on either hand. 


Emblems of God’s greatness. 
Let goodness be my goal— 
Teach me the meaning of life itself, 
Help me to find my soul! 
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Howe Caverns* 
(Schoharie County, N. Y.) 


By Mrs. PERRY E. TAYLOR 
Gio Cane 


Oh, silent stream, so casual and so cool 
Carving thy course across the countless years, 
Mocking eternal ages, while the tears 
Of men have lost their luster in Death’s pool; 
With quiet tumult as thine only tool, 
True messenger sublime, of mountain-meres 
Born to await events and know no fears 
Thou, in thy work, hast followed Nature’s rule! 


Here, in this dim corridor which Time has hewn 
Out of the rock of which thou art a part 
Man has discovered the secrets of thy heart. 

The light of Science, thwarting thy deep gloom 

Changed Charon’s chambers into a holy room 
And made effulgent the glories of thine art. 


Two hundred feet below the wind-swept ground 
Carrying thine unseen message from the God 
Who sent thee singing over sand and sod 

And bore thee thither in thine ageless round, 

Thou, gentle stream, thy destiny hast found. 
Child of Gaea, chastened by Nature’s rod 
Imprisoned from sunlight where flowers nod 

Hidden from moonlight and all human sound. 
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Like the poetic soul who tills the soil 
Or labors at some task outside his heart 
Imperial in his silence makes work Art 
So thou hast worked, thine imprisonment to foil 
Destined to dig thy grave in deeper soil 
Making thy tomb the brown stalagmite’s mart. 


*The Indians called this cavern Otsgaragee. 
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Night at Zephyr Hills—North Carolina 


By IDA L. PADELFORD 


And the dusk of night settled down 
Upon the jagged hills, slate-blue, 

And blanketed them free from frost 
And bitter wind and whitened dew. 


Golden pin-points pierced their way 
Swinging bright lanterns to and fro, 
Gathering as a flock of sheep 
To guard the hills from threatening snow. 
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The Kneeling Nun 


(From a Sheaf of Nature Verses) 
(In front of a sheer rock wall in the mountains near 
Silver City, New Mexico, is a stone image of a nun in 
kneeling posture about which many legends cling.) 


BY L> G7 FOSTER 


What would you, holy maiden 
Of that rock face, cold and grim? 
Were you seeking for a loved one 
When you knelt in prayer to Him? 


Lost among the rocks and canyons 
Did you kneel in sheer despair 

To the living God of mountains 
Pouring out your soul in prayer? 


Were you once a breathing woman 
Loving as a nun must not? 

Did a God of vengeance smite you 
As once he smote the wife of Lot? 


Bid you kneel throughout the ages 
Cold and hard as mountain face, 
Nevermore to feel life pulsing 
Through your heart, thy sin to efface? 


God of love and God of mercy, 
Bid Thy mountain torrents run; 
Hurl Thy stormy winds about her 
Bid them free the kneeling nun. 
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Shasta Legend 


By MARGARETTE BALL DICKSON 


Mt. Shasta stands—a chilly throne 
That silhouettes the sky 

While pygmy-folk in wonderment 
Gaze up and ponder why 

The vast and awful pile has reared 
Its height in lonely state, 

Like some dim, distant regal chair 
That should enthrone the great. 

An Indian chief in olden time 
When this was all a plain— 

Or so the ancient legends run— 
Viewed with supreme disdain 

The little hillocks, hummock high, 
That straggled, tier on tier, 

And said, “‘A throne to fit my state 
I’ll have me builded here. 

Where Sacramento cuts the land 
And makes the pastures fair 

And pure white lilies most abound 
To scent the prairie air. 

So seek the huge and hairy host 
Of giants most immense, 
And bid them build a mighty throne, 
And bid them soon commence, 
And bid them bring the baskets big 
And filled up to the brim 

The soil that clings by Klamath Falls. 
Go, bid them scrape and skim 

And dig and dip their shovels deep 
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To where the earth is warm, 

Down near the throbbing heart of Her, 
And bid them hither swarm 

In two’s and three’s; in eight’s and ten’s, 
With baskets filled with ground 

And pile it high and pound it down, 
With stamping round and round 

Until a throne you make for me— 
The finest ever made— 

The highest and the mightiest.” 
Yet, he was so afraid 

The throne would be too high—or low 
He pestered round each day, 

And made a dreary work of that 
The giants had called play! 

He measured every night or so, 

“This spot too low—or high’’— 

Until the pile reached fingers up 
And brushed the clouded sky. 

The great Chief liked the look of it— 
With feathered head-dress on 

He sat him down upon the crest, 
At twilight and at dawn. 

And there you see his feathers float, 
His paint-streaked form shows bright 

When first the dawn-star trips the skies 
And at the step of night. 

But cold, so cold, he found it there, 
His rage was kindled dire 

He said, ‘These giants shall be burned 
To crisps in Shasta’s fire!”’ 

The giants heard him bellow forth, 
And stopped by two’s and three’s 
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And tipped their baskets, dripping dirt 
That reached up to their knees. 

And so we find the lower hills 
That dwarf in Shasta’s sight 

And range about the landscape here 
Upon the left and right. 

They group in two’s and three’s about 
Where giants flung their load 

And form the rounded stepping-stones 
To that high, throned abode. 

And sometimes when the dawn-stars tread 
Upon the heels of dark, 

The giants hurl a basketful. 
An avalanche?—a lark! 

The Chieftain’s anger burned so red, 
It kindled all the hill. 

Then Earth, who loved the giant host, 
Threw molten rock until 

The Chief was burned to crispest ash 
And scattered far and near. 

There, tiger lilies mark each spot, 
For it does thus appear 

That where the petals flared with flame 
On that volcanic night 

White lilies changed to tiger hues 
And ashes flecked the bright 

Red petals in a thousand spots. 
Where flowers turned away 

There soft white Shasta lilies bloom— 
Ash-flecked unto this day. 
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The Vale of Spokane 


By Dr. A. MACKENZIE MELDRUM 


How fragrant and fair are the flowers in the spring- 
time, 
_ That peep from the mold of their winter’s repose, 
How charming the voice of the birds as they warble, 
In fairy like dells where Spokane river flows. 


Thy forests are somber, dark, dense and primeval, 
The wealth of thy mountains the land overflows, 

Here joy, health and prospect are wed to abundance, 
In the vale of Spokane that blooms like a rose. 


Oh give me the mountains majestic in beauty, 
Their slopes clad with timber, their peaks with the 
snows, 
The broad rolling valleys of verdure entreat me, 
To dwell in the land where Spokane river flows. 


How glorious the orchards! In springtime excelling 
The balm of Ceylon and the sun’s dying glows; 
Old Eden in beauty was no more compelling, 
Than the vale of Spokane, that’s watered with 
snows. 
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Odyssey 


By IRENE DAKIN 


White cottages along the cliffs, the chalk cliffs of 
Dover, 

Little whiffs of smoke rising straight to the sky,— 

Home for some poor rover 

When he comes home to die— 


His memory crowded with visions of far-off seas and 
skies 

Where tropic islands lie 

Clothed in vivid green. 

He has seen too 

The Southern Cross flaming across the sky 

On sultry nights 

When the sea was tossing 

And he could not sleep. 

He has heard the soft swish of the oars 

As the brown men with their boats laden with fruit 
and fish 

Have come to trade; 

They too want to be paid for their wares 

With stories of northern shores; 

And he has told them how the great gray waves break 
and roar 

On stormy nights 

Along the coast of England, 

And tears came-to his eyes as he spoke. 

These heathen could not understand his feeling for 
England. 

“Back I'll go,”’ he said, “‘before it is too late.” 
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The white cottages along the cliffs, the chalk cliffs of 
Dover, 

Little whiffs of smoke rising straight to the sky, 

Are home to that poor rover 

And a quiet place to die. 
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‘The Bell of ’Kaskia Town* 


By ORLA ALAMON TOWNS 


From afar across the waters 

It had sped the world around, 
As a token from the homeland 
"Twas the Bell of ’Kaskia town. 


As the twilight in the evening 
Stills the noonday’s busy sound, 
You can hear the silvery music 


Of the Bell of ’Kaskia town. 


How it thrilled the lonely Valley 

With its melody profound, 

How it waked the slumb’ring mem’ry— 
Twas the Bell of ’Kaskia town. 


Wrapped in wonder stood the redman 
As his ear caught up the sound, 
Rolling out to camp and wigwam 
From the Bell of ’Kaskia town. 


Sweetly came its mystic pealing 
Strangely to his soul it bound, 
Soothing words of kindly Fathers 
Twas the Bell of ’Kaskia town. 


*History: The famous old bell of Kaskaskia was given to the settlement by 
Louis XV. It was cast in France in 1741 and reached Kaskaskia about two 
years later. This was the first church bell to be rung in the Mississippi Valley 
and antedates the Liberty Bell by ten years. As the Liberty Bell announced that 
the colonists had asserted their liberty by passing the Declaration of Independ- 
ence, so was the capture of the West by George Rogers Clark, proclaimed by the 
Old Bell in the church of the Immaculate Conception at Kaskaskia. Since the. 
changing of the channel of the Mississippi which destroyed the old town of Kas- 
kaskia, the Old Bell has been moved to New Kaskaskia and now rests in the 
vestibule of the church there. Owing to a crack in the metal which came some 
years ago the Old Bell no longer gives out its harmony of sound, It is, how- 
ever, in its humble setting, one of the mute but eloquent relics of stirring days 
of our Republic. 
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Wandering far from home the woodsman 
As a heath’ry couch he found, 

Strained his ear to catch the ringing 

Of the Bell of ’Kaskia town. 


As it rang, the humble firesides 

Saw the circles gather ‘round, 

While its tones their reverence quickened 
Twas the Bell of ’Kaskia town. 


Silent now its silvery music 
Hushed forever is its sound, 
But within our treasured mem’ry 
Is the Bell of ’Kaskia town. 
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Broadway—and Night 


By BLANCHE KENDALL MCKEY 


O gleaming row of lights, whose flame 

Made me forget the splendor of the moon! 

O sparkling lights, that blotted out the scene 

Of quiet pasturage and sun-bathed fields of peace! 
O dancing lights, whose call 

Deafened my ears to bird notes 

And the sudden, silence-breaking whir 

Of insects, startled by the giant foot of man! 

O lights, gleam on! 


What matters it that I should pass? 

What matters it that all the dreams you brought 
Gleam now but faintly through a mist of tears? 
The glory of the sunset you outshone, 

The green-blue ripples of the lake, 

The wild, unconquered beauty of the crags, 
The throbbing of a thousand hearts—now still, 
Are all reflected in your radiant glow. 

A funeral pyre you are and too a torch,— 

A torch that gleams for Youth 

Despite weak voices, such as mine, 

Which, world-worn, lose the melodies we heard 
When first your shining burst upon our souls, 


O lights, 

Is life—treflected—greater than God’s work? 
In this mad Mecca of the artists’ dream 

Are human hearts that flame and flicker out 
A useless sacrifice? Ah, no, 
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Else would you die! In Death’s chill breath we pass, 
Yet in your torch we live. The brilliance of your light 
Is fed by us who weep and briefly sing 

And see in you the beauty of a Universe. 

O lights, shine on! 
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Chicago 


By SEYMOUR G. LINK 


Youngster, sprawling by a lake, 
Sprawling as an infant sprawls, 
Bawling, as an infant bawls, 
Squalling lungful infant calls, 
Falling almost in the lake. 


Stretching out your sturdy feet, 
Manipulating 

Young exploratory toes, 

Wriggling 

Chubby fingers at a stubby, turned-up nose, 
Tearing off 

All hampering and move-restricting clothes, 
Prodding other youngsters with your feet. 


Scratching off all scabs of wounds, 
Stimulating 

All your own metabolistic multiplying, 
Gathering 

The parasites of grown ups who are dying, 
Shoving up 

Your belly with impatient effort, crying 

At the freshness of your self-inflicted wounds. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL CAPITAL OF GEORGIA 


Although Atlanta has been twice consumed by fire, it has so 
wonderfully grown in a few years, that it is believed by some 
as a fulfillment of the following prophecy. ; 

“In the visions of God, He set me upon a high mountain by 
which was as the frame of ‘A City on the South.” There was 
an enlarging and a winding about, upward, still upward, for the 
length was still upward, the breadth was still upward, and the 
height still upward.” —Ezekiel XL-2, XLI-7. 


Atlanta, a Fulfillment of.Prophecy 
Visions of Poesy 
By LOULA KENDALL ROGERS 


Oh, the beauty of that vision! Forms in white array 
were there, 

A thousand palms their banners wave upon the 
ambient air; 

While fairy wings are wafting the fragrance of the 
rose 

As zephyrs sweep enchantingly where centerfolia 
grows. 


There stands the tall magnolia, and crimson myrtle- 
shade; 

Oriental amethyst and queen dahlia of the glade; 

And near, the royal lily twines a fair clematis vine 

Which gracefully is bending low to kiss the eglantine. 


Not only flowers upward spread, a charm from east to 
west, 


But homes of beauty everywhere, on hill and vale 
and crest, 


Where nature’s fairest type prevails in glorious colors 
drest 


And all respond in gratitude for sending them the 
best. 
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This city on the South at last in strength began to 
grow, 

With a spirit of enthusiasm, which all the nations 
know; 

For her brave Gate City Guards in their valor won 
the day 

When Manassas held in triumph the banner of the 
Gray! 


The fame of the southern city whose achievements 
reached the highest, 

Whose upward aims and Christian deeds to Heaven 
seemed the nighest,— 

Is gem of our Empire State,—foretold by weird 
enchanter,— 

Our metropolis supreme,—the reigning Queen 
Atlanta! 


How lovely is the dawning of her golden summer 
morning, 

Awak’ning ev’ry talent that kind Heaven is adorning! 

Her music, art and churches, all incentives of delight, 

Bishop,—universities,—teach God’s wisdom and His 
might. 


May Atlanta ever follow upright laws upon her way; 
Spreading outward, rising upward, reaching higher 


every day; 

Building Pantheons of learning, climbing onward to 
the skies— 

To win promises eternal, and the great immortal 
prize! 
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Stone Mountain stands resplendent, of her patriots 
defendant, 

And its message through the ages breathes a glorious 
ascendant 

Of our Christian service heroes who have kept their 
faith in war, 

And have won the priceless victory, the golden crown 
and star! 


“Upward then, still upward!’’ May we heed the 
beacon light, 

And build each temple firmly in the law of truth and 
right. 

Oh, let us make America the greatest land on earth! 

"Tis the land of love and plenty, where sweet Free- 
dom had its birth! 
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A Cherry Sonata 


By JEWEL WURTZBAUGH 


Cherry trees, cherry trees, 

Pink-white, white-pink petals, 

Petals blown on soft, silk baby cheeks, 
Petals blown on vagabonds’ uncut whiskers, 
Petals on lovers all unnoting, cherry petals, 
Cherry petals falling, 

Cherry petals falling, falling, 

Cherry petals falling in Central Park. 


Johnny Appleseed went straight out of the East, 

Into the big open West, dropping seeds 

As he went, apple and peach, cherry and plum, 

But the seed he left in the little coal town, 

(Did he know he had thrown his pearls to 
swine?) 

Took no root; they fell on barren ground 

Yet the town, after the irony of life 

And the humor of man, took the name 

Of one of his seeds— 

For when the coal was found, black, grimy coal, 

Men called it Cherry, Cherry, Illinois! 


Cherry got along, as coal towns, 
Mining towns do, 

With black, dirty, smudgy walls, 
Foul air, fouler food, noisy children, 
And women; women, half-crazed 
With the blackness and dirt, 

Yet still pulling on to the white, 
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To the good things of life, 

For a woman, they say in mining towns, 

A good woman, will hang up fresh curtains, 
When the coal dust’s left her 

A cough and already taken a lung. 


So, perhaps, if it’s true that the mother of men 
Brought blackness into the world with sin, 
Her daughters have been doing penance 

Ever since, cleaning house, 

Cleaning house, some of them, 

In coal towns, in Cherry town! 

And the men? Old before time, 

Tired; beating against life in the daytime 
Underground in the mines; 

Beating against death—when life underground 
Monotonized nerves to shreds—a-top 

In one of the twenty-eight saloons 

Cherry claimed for its own, 

But not too crowded these were, just 
Comfortable, for, as Piccolo Francesco told me, 
The town never had more than a thousand people— 
And less dark than the mines, 

When snows washed the windows, 

And the sun on fine days shone through, 
With sometimes a rouged-cheeked girl 

To tickle under the chin, 

And always whiskey, good strong whiskey, 
That bore a man up—when black and red 

Got hand in hand in him. 


Piccolo, Piccolo Francesco, the merchant, 
The one grocer in Cherry, 
And character enough himself, 
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Born of an Irish mother and an Italian father 
That met and loved coming over in the steerage, 
A good many years ago now— 

Piccolo—his mother had wanted a Patrick, 

But she only bore him; his father named him. 


Piccolo was good Italian, 

It sounded like music. ‘‘Patrick, bah! 
Women were fools,’’ said he—the father. 
So Piccolo it was—Piccolo Francesco 
Who told me all about Cherry 

That day when he was looking pensively 
At his empty shelves and bare counters, 
For he was packed then, 

Ready to move somewhere up Chicagoway, 
Just two weeks before All Fools’ Day. 


Cherry flowers, cherry flowers, 
Wind-flurried cherry flowers, 
Wind-blown, wind-tossed 

On diplomats’ high hats, 

On legatees’ buttons 

Black and gold— 

Cherry flowers, cherry petals, 

On a sleeping Capitol; cherry flowers, 
And April in Washington! 


Brown sugar barrels, empty vinegar jugs, 

Candy jars, still a pinky sticky, 

Were all ready to move along to Chicago or the bon- 
fire. 

“God knows,” he said, ““‘how the place got its name. 
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‘The only cherries I’ve ever seen wuz wax ones, 
Down at Big Slim’s the Swede’s Joint in the old days, 
White flowers and red berries, pretty, 

Wax, soft and cool—I touched ’em— 
Wax—bought down Chicagoway, 

And stuck up in a broken-necked ale bottle 

On the bar—pretty for a week 

Till you couldn’t tell which wuz white 

And which wuz red, both wuz so black. 

But they wuz still standin’ there 

Back in nineteen-nine, 

In that old drink bottle, with one of them 
Golden haired girls Slim used to bring 

Up from Chicago, pretendin’ to sniffle ’em, 
Till she got her pretty little nose dirty. 

I’d gone in for a drink— 

And wuz standin’ there waitin’ 

When the news come, ‘Fire— 

The mine’s afire!’ 

Can you beat that? 


“And more than three hundred men shut in, 
Down, underground, with flames lappin’ ’em, 


Lappin’ ’em closer and closer, 

Heat and smoke stiflin’, chokin’, 

Shut off—God—three hundred— 
What did that girl of Arc know? 
Three hundred—” 

Piccolo’s voice had grown tenser. 

To him the fire, 

The cave-in was yesterday— 

He hadn’t got over it— 

One doesn’t forget the agony of meeting 
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The demon of gods unwished for; 
Yet Piccolo hadn’t deserted, 

He’d stayed on, keeping his store, 
When new people moved in. 

“See, that monument out there?”’ 
I looked through the half-open door 
At a small stone; the inhabitants 
Had raised it; so many killed— 
So many rescued— 

And I thought, as I looked, 

Of how futilely 

The curtains were washed 

In Cherry that day. 


“And down there,’”’ Piccolo dropped his voice, 
Reverently, superstitiously, as the other 
Credulous citizens of Cherry 

When they speak of it at all, 

Which isn’t very often, 

“Down there’s Dead Man’s Row’’— 

He pointed his forefinger— 

But who could have missed it? 

“That’s it—that’s where they lived, 

Three hundred of ’em, with wives and children, 
But nobody lives there now.’’— 

Francesco lengthened his words— 

“‘Nobody would—there’s things about, 

Souls that ain’t in peace, 

Dyin’ like that—” 

And there it was— 

In the sunlight, a ghostly string 

Of vacant, hollow houses, 

Utterly deserted, once the bereaved 
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Had buried their dead— 

Death-ridden homes, gaunt spectres, 

Dead Man’s row— 

Death’s own monument in Cherry! 

‘But see’’—Francesco yanked my arm— 

“You've never seen him— 

That’s old Life-in-Death going down yonder; 

He’s the only one that ever goes to Dead Man’s Row. 


And, Lord, why he goes! 

He was an eight-day man— 

Eight days walled in with fire, 

Fire all around—creepin’ closer and closer, 
Eight days—twenty-one of ‘em, men— 
Good strong men, brawny— 

But they stood it— 

And the rescuers got ’em out, 

Twenty-one of ’em—eight days, 

No water, no bread, 

No drink; and they lived’’-— 

Francesco’s shoulders hunched closer together— 
“That is, for a while’’-—and he shivered— 
“One a week—then funerals— 

And another, till there wuzn’t any, 

Except old Life-in-Death, 

But he had lost his wits, 

For when they brought him out, 

He couldn’t remember his name, 

And nobody was left that knew him— 
Hadn’t been here long, I guess, 

Thought he was some Prince of Darkness, 
He’s a Russian, that’s a fact, 

Gaunt old daft, 
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Look at him— 

Talked about golden gates 

And silver streets. 

Think of that! 

Just plain daft, now—wanders 

To Dead Man’s Row and back again, 
Day after day, month after month, 
Been doing it all these years, 

Nights sometimes, too— 

People feed him, 

He comes in by the fire, 

Nights when the wind’s piled the snow 
And it’s terrible for a man to be alone, 
With none of his own. 

And then, he goes off again— 

But what I’m wondering is 

What's he goin’ to do 

When the mines shut down, 

That’s not so long now— 

April the first.’”’ 


mloser lsaid.” “Perhaps 

The manager’s only threatening, 
He has before.” 

“Nope, not now—said he’d close 
When the strike went on— 

And close for good— 

I feel it too—like the bird 

That waits for the first frost— 
That’s why I’m moving— 

I never have before. 

Said he thought he’d turn farmer, 
Plant orchards, apples, 
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Cherries and plums— 

Thought he’d plant ’em here— 

Here in Cherry—cherry trees in Cherry— 
Think of that! 

The only ones I ever saw 

Wuz them wax ones at Big Slim’s 

Just before the cave-in— 

Lord, how times go— 
Umh—cherry—cherry trees— 

Haven't decided just where I'll land— 


I’ve been here so long.’’— 

I thought he looked sad.— 

How could he? Still to him 

It was home—Cherry! 

“T’ve seen it up and I’ve seen it down, 
But I don’t guess I'll stay 

To see its cherry trees— 

No.’’—His eyes followed 

Old Life-in-Death wandering 

Alone down in Dead Man’s Row.— 


“Well, perhaps you'll come back 
Someday to see old Life-in-Death.’’— 
““Nope, he’s no kin of mine 

Still they’re all thinkin’ of 

Sendin’ him to the asylum— 

And while—I’ve been like men— 
Bad as men go— 

I can’t make up my mind 

It’s clean honest to shut 

A man in an asylum for life, 

A man that’s been walled in 

Eight whole days and nights together, 
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When he’s only daft 

And doesn’t bother another.— 
You know—my mother was Irish, 
With her heart on her lips; 

My father—Italian—music 

In his soul, as he said— 

And me—well, I’ve lived here, 

But my heart’s sort of silly and soft, 
And I'd like to think 

If the Boss ever planted an orchard, 
Which I ain’t sure he will— 

That old Life-in-Death 

Could walk under the trees 

When the blossoms are full, 

And sniff ’em— 

The clean pink and white— 

Like the little golden-haired girl 
That day at the bar. 

Funny—ain’t they—thoughts? 


I haven’t seen any Cherry blossoms since— 
Yet they’re pretty enough—wax—ones.’’— 
“Well, luck to you, wherever you go.” 

He was growing, as he said, 

Too sentimental for me— 

Yet I wondered, as I left him, 

If the mines should close in April, 
April—drenched, dripping month 

Of apple blossoms and silver rain— 

If it wouldn’t be a sort of compensation 
To the dead for that fatal day 

For cherry petals, cherry blooms, 

White and pink, pink and white, 
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To fall, drenched with a long line 

Of cool, sweet, cleaning rain, 

On the dark, black land of Cherry.— 
And think you—if this should be— 
That Johnny Appleseed somewhere 
Won't be laughing at the King of Fools, 
“Out of the richness of earth 

Cometh forth not sweet fruits?” 


Cherry sweetness, cherry perfume, 
Cherry essence, 

Tangled in pale wistaria vines, 
And dark-eyed girls drinking tea, 
Under cherry trees, cherry trees, 
Dark-eyed girls in pale kimonos 
Drinking tea under cherry trees, 
Cherry blossoms in Japan! 
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‘The Walled City in Shanghai 


By SARAH ELAINE BYRNES 


Grotesquely twisted lanes with cobbles crude 
Filled with the seep of rain and refuse heaps, 
‘Trampled down by bare and slippered feet. 
Above it all the stench of human flesh, 

From hot and dripping bodies, brown and bare, 
Like beasts of burden herding through the streets. 


Coolies with their monotonous chanting cry, 

With bamboo poles and swinging loads between, 
Come jogging back and forth so endlessly. 

Blind beggars, led by children, sick and sore, 

Who grasp at you with tiny outstretched claws, 
That tear your heart strings, that such things can be. 


The shrill cry of the venders with their wares, 
The charcoal fires, the soups and pots of rice, 
White slimy pastes, while close beside them stand 
The crowding, pushing, sweating, noisy mob 
Reaching for steaming bowls and greasy cakes; 
The clink of coppers passed from hand to hand. 


Under the awnings, tiny separate stalls 

Where beauty grows beneath the practiced hand; 

And merchants lie in wait for tourist trade; 

Where brown-skinned youths with dreamy artist 
souls 

Carve from the ivory or amethyst, 

And loose the God of Luck from bits of jade. 


101 


Shadowy isles where birds in cages hang 

Row upon row all chirping plaintively; 

Where whimpering puppies wait new master’s gold; 
Then like a burst of glory in the filth, 

The ‘‘Tea House’ of the Willow Pattern Ware, 
Surrounded by its lake and centuries old. 


It stands beneath its bit of heaven’s blue, 
Beautiful and calm, and like a hopeless hope, 
Tenderly cherished in China’s martyred heart; 
And we in idle sauntering, trespass through 

‘These narrow streets, feel China’s throbbing pulse 
Of hope eternal in this busy mart. 
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“The Singing Sands’’ 


NOTE: Along the upper banks of the Susquehanna there is a spot where the 
sands of the river melodiously give utterance to aeolian sounds. This is caused 
by the attrition of the particles of sand against each other, under peculiar condi- 
tions. There are some other places where the same phenomena exist. 


By HENRY CROWTHER 


On thy banks, Susquehanna, amid the dark moun- 
tains, 
Where the waters are gathered by woodland and 
lea, 
Where springs the quick rush of thy glittering foun- 
tains, 
As they flow on, forever, so swift to the sea; 


It is there that the sound of thy heart-thralling singing 
First rises and rings like the songs of the blest; 

Akin to the bells of the fairies, when, swinging, 
Their cadences lull them to quiet and rest. 


Like hymning angelic; like the thrush when, up- 
swelling, 
Its liquid notes tremble and float on the air, 
Thy music gives voice, in its marvelous telling 
Enchanting the soul with its harmony rare. 


When the shimmering moonbeams cast down their 
long lances, 
The golden sands tinkle, as clear as a bell; 
And when on thy bosom the summer sun dances 
Thy waves hear the sound of its murmurous swell. 
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Allured by its chiming, adown the long reaches, 
The elf and the fay lave themselves on thy breast; 
While the swallow, frequenting thy willow-fringed 
beaches, 
Rocks her young, to thy chords, as they dream in 
her nest. 


Thine the voice of the Summer, the music supernal, 
That ne’er upon earth can be prisoned and kept, 
But, flung to the air, in a lilting eternal, 
Its echoing rhythm in rapture is swept. 


From deep pools, where the lilies that broider thy 
edges 

Swing their chalices, nodding in mutinous chime, 

To the shallows that fret thy green grasses and sedges, 

The sound of thy calling floats deep and sublime. 


Come summer and winter; come day-break and 
gloaming; 
Come seed-time and harvest, thy song never stills; 
And the melody breaks, like clear wine in the foam- 
ing, 
With a crystalline note from thy palpitant rills. 


Red dawns and deep sunsets; noon’s radiant languor; 
Bright mornings, cool evens, drenched dank with 
the dew; 


The whispering zephyrs, the tempest’s wild anger, 
All find thee alike ever changing and new. 


104 


And the gnomes that inhabit thy grottoes, dream- 
haunted, 

And the pixies that sport on thy farthermost shore, 

Steep themselves in the rhymes of thy song, nothing 


daunted " 
That its spell shuts them close in thy arms ever- 
more. 


Like the drone of the bees when they ravish the clover, 
Like the whispering of winds when the even is 
nigh, 
Like the fluting of birds when the daytime is over, 
Thy waves yield their lingering echoes and die. 


Forever and alway, thy silver tide flowing, 
Floating past the long leagues of the hillside and 
plain, 
Bears along on its bosom the wild music glowing, 
Till its pulses sink softly to rest in the main. 


Sing away, thou sweet river, twixt laughter and sigh- 
ing; 
All nature is thine—every hour, every day; 
And the years as they roll, in procession undying, 
Shall enfold thee their darling for ever and aye. 
Philadelphia, June, 1929. 
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Yellowstone Park 
By ANNETTE FITCH NELSON 


There is an impish spirit in this place, 

Where nymphs and fairies meet you, face to face. 

Old Mother Nature, weary of the drabness of the 
plain, 

Seized a paint brush, and with energy insane 

Daubed from paint pots every rainbow shade, 

And painted here what time can hardly fade— 

Dantesque, grotesque, whimsical, absurdly queer. 

Voices rumble, water bubbles, chalky faces leer— 

Apollinaris springs; sulphur fumes. You'd like to 
run away 

Lest Satan, too, be lurking in your way, with fire to 
play. 

And as you turn a corner in this race, 

Old Faithful spouts gigantic water in your face. 

M. J., Geyser Basin, Continents Divide, 

Punch Bowl, Liberty Cap, on, on, you ride, 

Lone Star, Daisy, New Crater, Excelsior and Grand, 

Fountain, Jewel, Jet! This is the geyser land! 

Some fearful power from the center of the world 

These boiling waters thru the crust has hurled. 

How Dante would have loved this park!— 

Its sulphur smells, its boiling steam, its dark 

Mountains, its Domes, its Tetons and its Peaks; 

Its fossil forest, its foaming Fall which seeks 

Quieter depths in a peaceful valley below. 

Yes! I think Dante would adore this show! 

But now a beautiful picture appears in view 

In this national park—Lake Yellowstone so blue! 
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So blue that a turquoise turns enviously green 

When the blue of this wonderful lake is seen. 

Like a mirror it lies there so quietly blue. 

As a prayer, a benediction, it soothingly appears in 
view 

After you leave Nature’s paint pots, vivid, bizarre. 

But this lake—no Power could retouch it or mar 

Its perfectness. Forests and heights are its frame. 

Mountain tops are white, winter and summer the 
same. 

How beautiful this loftiest lake! Its waters whirl and 
dash 

Reflecting snowdrifts. Melting glaciers make it dance, 
and flash. 

While darkly by this blue lake’s silvery beach 

Swaying trees wave over and try to reach 

Beyond, where white-lanced pinnacles, tinged pink in 
setting sun, 

Announce a fading glory, kiss the lake; the day is 
done. 
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Holy Hills of Hoth 


By Guy BOGART 


On Holy Hills of Hoth I trod, 
At rosy flush of dawn, 

Where voices sweet of God I caught 
In early hush of morn. 


From out the circling olive trees, 
By Incal kissed at dawn, 

With humming flight of honey bees, 
Comes sense of racial morn. 


’Cross sacred streams with roses lined, 
Dew shim’ring in the dawn, 

The hidden soul of self I find, 
Full purged to meet the morn. 
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Sonnet* 
By CHARLES DANIELS 


"Tis Nature, laboring in her Autumn change! 

Hear how the floods are pouring, cleansing the earth! 
A thousand springs are shouting at their birth! 
One noise the earth is making, great and strange, 
The voice of one removal! On the hills 

There is one cloud, still rolling as it lists, 

And little valleys, colonized by mists, 

Creep in the pines,—this gloomy rapture thrills! 
You dark, you bare trees, stretching out your arms! 
You rising wind, I hear!—now, with strange force 
Shaking the branches where I stand, and now 
Roaring far off !—You clouded streams, and hoarse, 
Small and yet threatening!—-what you do alarms 
Me not,—you take me whither I would go! 


*This sonnet is reprinted from page 15 of Gloria Amoris, Sonnets, and Other 
Poems, by Charles Daniels. 
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My Hills 


By THELMA WEBSTER 


My life is bound by hills. 

A chain of them encircles the rude vale in which I 
dwell. 

Their living canopy of trees is broken here and there, 

By pastures where the farmers’ herds may graze. 

Against their sides the crude, unpainted shacks 

Are nestled close, like babes in loving arms. 


A silo in its bright red gear blares forth 
A loud discordant note. 

The hills, unmindful, lift their heads 
Communing with the sky. 


My friends, who like Job’s comforters, 
Come with their minds in shrouds, 
Say of the hills: 
“They shut the world forever from you, 
And their beauty does not compensate for what you 
lose.”’ 


Then I reply: 
“T hope that someday I shall climb their heights 
And know the view that lies upon the other side.’’ 


My life is bound by hills... 

The little cares of every day, accumulating, 

Do create high barriers, which do not seem sur- 
mountable, 

And yet I feel that some day I shall rise above them, 

And shall know the beauty of contentment, 

And a well earned peace. 
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From Whence? 


By ALICE C. TRAVER LIBBY 


A lifeless thing, my garden hose, 
It lies weak on the ground, 

As spineless as a willow string, 
As dead as it is round. 


But when the hydrant cock is turned, 
It braces, fills with power, 

And stiffly stretches where the curves 
Have been in passive hour. 


It fills with life; its pulses beat; 
"Tis strangely rigid grown, 
For in it force is made to flow 

From sources yet unknown. 
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Renewal 
By FLORENCE CHURCHILL CASEBEER 


Oh, if we two have shared Spring’s mystery, 

How can we miss the magic of Love’s hour! 

Futile to know the joy of summer’s power, 

The full blown rose! The lover's ecstasy! 

If through the pulsing interval we see 

Only the passing beauty of the flower. 

Return O day of Spring, through sun and shower, 
The snow flower flames, the bud is on the tree. 


Love mounts the stream of life, so late congealed, 
And to the rising fullness now would fling, 

The tributes of a thousand joys concealed, 

And to the brooding crest we two now cling, 

So is the silent surge again revealed, 

‘To those who hold the vision of the Spring. 


Prize poem Los Angeles Women’s University Club, 1929. 
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Waiting 
By JANE C. KUCHENTHAL 


An apple red and russet, 
Grows in the apple tree; 
The only one I covet, 
But it hangs too high for me. 


I have the patience of waiting, 
And surely there must be 

A law of gravitation, 
That will bring it down to me. 
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Memory 


By EUGENIA BRAGG SMITH 


Ah! who can keep the rose’s scent, 
Or catch a sunbeam in its flight, 
Or hold the liquid notes of birds, 
Or gather moonbeams in the night? 


O Memory! to you alone 
These thrills of ecstacy are due, 
The mastery is all your own— 
The honor and the homage too. 
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Ode to a Rose 


By MARION Ross DUSHANE 


Oh, thou lovely rose divine! 

As I hold thee, thou art mine. 

Thou wert made by heavenly hands. 
What is there in all the lands 

That to thee compares? 


Color changing thru the days, 
Drinking in the sun’s bright rays; 
Petals quivering in the winds, 
Falling when the storm begins, 
Only to make place again 

For the buds unfolding. 


So it is in life’s long run, 

We pass on, and others come; 
Roses bloom, then fade and fall, 
Answering to Nature’s call 

To make room for others. 
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My Comrades 


By FLORENCE DINNEN 


These, I declare, are my comrades: 

The babbling brook with its musical rhythm; 
No other mirror can reflect an image 

That bespeaks of God and Onement. 

The sparkling waters reveal the poets holy gift, 
Until the wondrous curtain 

Covers the dim and worldly eyes. 

These, I declare, are my comrades: 

All beings great and reverent and seeing, 

All wretched and forsaken ones, 

All captive and free ones; 

These, I declare, are my comrades: 

They have given me much; 

They come from the crucible with wisdom, 
With them I have found the ransom. 

All these, I declare, are my comrades: 

With them, I have found the Transformer of all. 
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‘These Things I Love 


By ALPHEUS BUTLER 


A graceful palm tree bending over the bay, 
The vitreous blue-tint of the gulf shore calm. 
Miles of road winding down the hidden way; 
Gentle lips at evening murmuring a psalm. 

A shaded alcove near the singing stream; 
Vagaries in August; sturdy trees; 

Galleons in summer clouds which yet seem 
Ready for a voyage upon celestial seas. 

Tall grasses; garden paths; banjo tunes at dark; 
Rich cadences of a young girl’s song; 

Mating cries at morning, from lark to lark; 
Melodies which linger in the soul all day long. 
A square or so of land whereon to grow 
Stronger, finer, wiser. These things I love and know. 
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My Star 


By GROVER T. SOMERS 


O, Eye of Night, and didst Thou know 
Thy gleam hath set the world aglow, 
Bestirring Passion’s pulses so— 
Erstwhile bubbles cease to blow! 
These draughts to Thee we drink anew 
And dream those scented accents thru 
In lays majestic—clothéd too— 
In robes of purple’s royal blue! 


Ah, flick’ring lights in ancient days 
When penetrating pressing haze,— 
Like mirrors all in flitting ways 
Reflected but the borrowed rays. 
No sad seclusion wouldst Thou hold 
Where panoramic vistas stroll’d 
Mid sparkling rays of rustic mold, 
Like candles glimmering in the cold! 


O, Star of Hope, whose beamings be 
"Long puzzled paths o’er land and sea, 
All this in word and accent free, 
And thought, we dedicate to Thee. 
We dedicate—and time defy— 
Destruction of the flames that fly 
Where man’s supremest passions ply 
And stream thruout the earth and sky! 
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Ah, list again ere darkness hold 
Horizon’s crest in casements cold,— 
Imprison’d deep, in blackness roll’d,— 
And scatter spraylets, red and gold. 
Meander ‘long in mirthful ease 
And here and yon where fancy please,— 
’Mid lake and lawn and meadow’d leas,— 
Ye bask awhile ere sunbeams cease! 
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Inheritance 
By GRACE H. AMES 


I own all the rivers, lakes, 

Oceans and streams: 

Mountains, dales, hills and plains. 

I may not have a fence about them. 

But my Father hath given me dominion. 


I own all the wild flowers, trees, and birds, 
The moon and stars in countless array: 

The beautiful shadows and shades of sunset, 
The stillness of night and the dawn of day— 
All belong to God, and me! 
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Ships at Sea 


By VIRGINIA LEPORIN LEACH 


O wondrous ships out in the sea 
That pass throughout the night! 
O little ships, send back to me 
A spark of guiding light! 


As o’er the waters cool and clear 
You glide in moonlit rays, 
Tis silent bliss while all you hear 
Are splashing ocean sprays. 


My outstretched arms are growing numb, 
My eyes ache painfully; 

But still I know my ship will come— 
Come sailing back to me! 
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Candor 


By EDITH L. NICHOLS 


Naked thoughts, 
Dancing 

In the moonlight, 

Of a summer night. 
Exultant, free, 

Like the sea, 

And coldly passionate. 
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A Wildwood Reverie 


By JESSIE H. WIXOM 


A winding road, a shady road, 
A road through forest glade, 
A road of quiet loveliness, 
In a dappled greenwood shade. 


Beneath its wildwood branches, 
The honeysuckle glows, 

With buttercups and daisies, 
And the pink brier rose. 


The brakes and ferns are nodding 
Above the murmuring brook. 
In early spring the lilies 
Adorn each shaded nook. 


O wildwood road of childhood 
My feet have pressed so oft, 

Has time effaced your loveliness? 
Has cottage changed, and croft? 


O wildwood road of childhood 
Where brakes and lilies grow, 

Come back to greet the evening 
When the sands of life run low. 


123 


Picnic Pessimism 
By Roy ARTHUR BRENNER 


Once a year all together they meet, 
All the relatives, in-laws and such, 
Whether Irish or Slavish or Dutch, 
Lugging bushels of stuff bad to eat; 
Not a place can they find to sit down 
On the farm, by the lake, in the grove, 
Where it does not cause some one to frown; 
Yet they call it a picnic, by Jove! 


They come sweating and puffing along, 
The too fat, the too short, the too poor, 
The too tall, the unhappy, the dour, 
The too wealthy—of this I am wrong. 
From their Lizzies, some covered with rust, 
Crawl the villagers, dudes from Oshkosh, 
And the farmers—all covered with dust; 
Yet they call it a picnic, by gosh! 


They shake hands and they kiss and they cry; 
“It’s so good to behold you again; 
How much older you look,” sighs Aunt Jane; 
“And you're going down hill,’’ comes reply; 
“Oh, your hair’s getting white, ’tis a shame; 
“Isn't Charlie and Ned looking bum? 
“Isn’t Grandmother shaky and lame?” 
Yet they call it a picnic, by gum! 


How the women do fuss with the food, 
‘Till the men are all in a starved state; 
But the cooks chat away, make them wait 
Until any stale grub would taste good. 
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Then they fill up themselves to the neck 
With some pastries and pickles and meat 
Until every one feels like a wreck; 
It’s a picnic of beans and pig’s feet! 


Then they talk of their aches and their pains, 

And of pills good for one ill in bed, 

And they talk of the sick and the dead; 
Then they tell of their losses and gains, 

Of the farmers with corn in their weeds. 
All about in the meadows they rove 

Till they’re covered with jaggers and seeds; 
Yet they call it a picnic, by Jove! 


With a fullness within they all groan; 
All the men smoke and chew quite a lot 
And tell stories they surely ought not, 

While the flies have a picnic their own, 
And the bees and mosquitoes have fun; 

The small boys get all dirty and fight, 
And two lassies fall into a run; 

Yet they call it a picnic, good night! 


When they part, some are weary, they sigh, 
And they say, “I’m afraid by next year 
That a lot of us will not be here, 

For you know that we all have to die. 
From dyspepsia they’re all feeling bad, 

In the rain they are soaked to the skin; 
The farewells are all tearful and sad; 

Yet they call it a picnic, O Min! 
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The Age Romantic 


By CAROLINE ELEANOR WILKINSON 


Olden days we call romantic, 
Age when knighthood bloomed so fair, 
When the clash of tilt and tourney— 
Shouts of vict’ry rent the air; 
But it is a far-off crying, 
From the knight in gleaming mail, 
To intrepid bird-men flying, 
Through the mist and sleet of gale; 
Sea below and space above them, 
Asking naught but fighting chance; 
Oh, I’m sure we must be living, 
Still in days of great romance, 
For our quests are far more venturous, 
Than the quests of days gone by,— 
Bird-men o’er the ocean flying, 
Frightful perils ever nigh. 
In the olden days they never, 
E’en in fancy’s wildest flight, 
Dreamed of men in tiny airplanes, 
Winging o’er the sea at night. 
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‘The Blue Crane 


By IVAN SWIFT 


Across nine miles of calm water— 

Water yet stained by the bleeding hoofs 

Of the hour-gone sun— 

Skillagalee Light burns like a spot-welder 
Riveting a purple island to the rim of the world. 
From my heavy Dutch-door pane, 

When my back is to the candles and the green globe 
Of my orbit-lamp, I can make out the little eye 
Shining like a moored star— 

Warning from my coast 

All but mariners gone mad. 


Two tallow dips are on my mantel, 

Serving their little utmost to my fathers 

Who command me to save this landmark. 

How much larger is the light of Skillagalee, 
Builded by engineers of the new time! 

Yet the candles are at hand and of more comfort, 
As the moths testify— 

Though my shrine is often their burial-place. 


This house, now in the making, is of old timber 
from the beaches, 

Old-weather with green hangings and a Navajo 

And symbols of eternal things— 

No longer reckoned so. 

It is a quiet place full of eloquent whispers 

In summer, and cedar trees perfume the lofts. 
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The white birch stands a trim sentry 
Against the boulder patterns, 

And a blue crane is at peace with the night, 
On the furthermost rock along shore. 


After my years of unquietness 

This house is a candle in the dark; 

But it seems a burial-place of something I have 
known, 

Or something that has been a part of me in cities, 

Or something I have sensed among romping children 

And the reminiscences of kinsfolk 

Who pass time in homely converse. 


I have prepared my house to my liking, 

And it lights a corner of the wilderness; 

But moth-men find this a burial-place 

Of a life to their liking, 

And seek the larger light on the runway of the loud 
ships— 

The light that shines like Skillagalee 

Across the bleeding footprints of the sun. 


At times I seem the blue crane 

On the furthermost rock; 

Yet the spirits of my fathers 

Have aided in the laying of these stones 

And the framing of these rafters, 

And the Indians upon whose graves its corners are 
builded 

Have signed these plans 

And are my silent and wise company. 
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Let me be the man, on the rough coast, 

My house of seasoned timber; 

Though I seem at times like the blue crane 

On the furthermost rock. 

Somewhere, on other shores, in peace with night, 
Are my fellows, content with little candles 

In quietness, keeping the landmarks— 

Content with a strong house of clean faith 

And removed from the light of Skillagalee 

Nine miles across the water. 
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Wind and Rosebush 


By JASPER BARNETT COWDIN 


In spring he came to kiss my virgin leaves 

And woo my buds with whisper and caress; 

I gloried in my pride of emerald dress, 

And had my dreams—the dreams a rose-bush weaves. 
Oh balmy, gentle, sweet, 

His visits were, who came with unshod feet! 


The moon’s white shield behind the inky firs 

Lit up his path to me on summer nights; 

His breath grew warmer, crowding rare delights 

Upon my crimson beauties. Naught that stirs 
Could happier be than I 

In mid-June fragrance, with my lover nigh. 


When golden flakes of autumn wavered down, 

His breath grew chill, prophetic of a change; 

The forceful thrill—so new, so deep, so strange— 

Waned; and I droopt, attired in ragged brown— 
The lightning’s random dart 

Not more inconstant than my lover’s heart. 


The poet in whose garden I subsist 

Found me one day bare to the thorns, all stript 

Of castaway leaves that scurried blindly, whipt 

At the Wind’s will. The poet pluckt and kist 
My one storm-shattered rose 

Left by the Wind’s neglect—love’s tragic close. 


From Interludes. 
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A Trampled Rose 


By MARY R. HARTMAN 


Only a crushed and trampled rose 
Lay there on the stair 

With all of the sweetness and beauty 
Crushed out of its body rare. 


Only a crushed and trampled life, 
Lay there along the way 

With all of its hopes and future joy 
Crushed out in a single day. 


But there’s a difference ’twixt these two, 
Crushed rose and the man, 

The one can never rise again,— 
If he tries, the other can. 
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Destiny 


By EVE GILBERT SWIFT 


Roses of pure white 
Petal on petal curled, 

Meant to impart delight 
Out in the world. 


Four of the choicest, we, 
Plucked from a favored row, 
What is our fate to be? 
Where shall each go? 


One to a priest at prayer, 
One to a bridal bed, 
One to a mother, fair— 

One to the dead. 
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The Rosebud 


By SHELDON DARLING 


Where all the sunlit summer day 
Could ever with its wishes play, 
A rosebud in the breezes lay. 


Upon it nature’s moods had spent 
A luxury of wild content, 
And latent sensuous sentiment. 


And dowered it with notions rare, 
And chaste emotion kindled there 
A mystic fascination’s care. 


That limned through all the vibrant vine, 
And touched it with a grace divine, 
Nor word, nor thought could full define. 


Nearby a lily that had ne’er 
Been so affected when or where, 
Nor known of itself to share, 


Till now without a single thought, 
A change, within it, oft was wrought 
With strange and anxious feeling fraught. 


And tendencies that subtler grew, 
The cause at first nor sensed nor knew 
And when it did, ’twas helpless too. 


Without an effort, or a word, 
The presence of the red rose stirred 
A longing undefined, unheard, 
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Within the lily, which could not 
Full oft account for what was wrought 
Within itself; until ‘twas taught 


By time, coincidence, and place, 
Some subtle medium of space, 
Would fill it with a waking grace. 


Inspire and fascinate it too 
With exaltation strange and new, 
Wherein a thousand wonders grew. 


Whene’er somehow it sensed or found 
The rosebud was somewhere around, 
Mayhap announced by sight or sound, 


The rosebud seemed to live anew, 
While all its colors deeper grew, 
As more and more it sensed and knew 


The gentle lily with its dress 
Of silken sheen and loveliness 
And graceful curves of sensuousness; 


Its tender frame arrayed in white, 
Its glorious form distilled delight, 
And humble, artless, blessed the sight. 


The twilight breeze with dewy lips 
O’er mound and into valley dips, 
And from the lily fragrance sips, 


Caressing as it passes by 
The trembling leaf, and lo, when nigh 
The red, red rose, there heard a sigh, 
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Begotten of a mutual lure, 
That long denial would not endure, 
And as the light of Heaven pure. 


The breath of beauty in them both, 
Now dreamed or felt an inner troth, 
And unseen spirits fanned the growth, 


While all desire that wholesome turns 
The spark that lights to flame that burns, 
Begat the hope where passion yearns. 


And earth and sky and wish and dream 
Are all a part of the living stream 
And ever is more than what we seem. 
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Cycle 


By MAY COWAN 


I dropped a rosebud into a stream, 
It was freighted with a poet’s dream. 
The current bore it away from me 
And lost it in the engulfing sea. 

But as the sea by clouds distilled 

Is on the earth in freshness spilled, 
My dream will come to me again— 
A rosebud springing in the rain. 
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Roof-Tree 
By HALA JEAN HAMMOND 
A thatched hurdle in the roving air; 
A lock of straw to bed me there; 


A tent, flapping in the wind; 
Hoarse drum-beats into gold notes thinned— 


A chancel out of a green-boughed tree 
With forest voices for minstrelsy .. . 


But the madcap gods all my roof-trees stole: — 
Now beating above me . . . the wings of my soul. 
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Miracle 


By ELIZABETH DAVIs RICHARDS 


My tree is silent through Winter’s months: 
Leafless and cold and dead 

Until Spring’s sun shall gently place 
A halo on its head. 


Then leaves will feel an inner urge 
To answer April’s call 

And_ that which seemed insensate 
Spreads beauty over all. 


But I who know the muted sound 
Of trees numbed by the cold 

Stand humbled by the miracle 
When leaves unfold! 


Tulip Tree 


By HELEN LITTLE MOOREHEAD 


Outside my window I can see 

A tall, trim, stately tulip tree, 

With gracious branches stretching wide 
In leafy greenness; fain to pride 

Its shadows in the moonlight. 


And as I look into the dark, 

A host of fireflies embark 

On wings of incandescent light, 
To lighten up my tree by night, 
With tiny sparks of splendor. 


Then suddenly the branches sway 
And swish the candle-bugs away; 
Unfriendly breezes hinder me 
From lighting up my tulip tree; 
Symbolical of life. 


But—were I not so short of sight, 

I’d look more deeply through the night 
And glancing upward, see by chance, 
The star above the topmost branch 
That shines so steadily. 
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The Transformed Cedar 


By IVAN G. GRIMSHAW 


Joseph, when a little lad, 
Did plant a cedar tree; 

A shade for weary travelers, 
He planned that it should be. 


When Jesus came to Nazareth 
He loved the tree, so high; 
Its leafy branches seemed to him 

To almost reach the sky. 


One day, soldiers came that way 
And cut the cedar down. 
“‘Caesar’s orders,’ all they said, 
As they marched on to town. 


The cedar thus became a cross, 
A thing of hate and shame; 
Upon its breast, to fearsome death, 
Full many a traveler came. 


One day, limp, upon that cross, 
Hung Christ, the Holy One, 
The humble Savior of the world. 
The man of God, the Son. 


Thus the tree was holy made, 
The tree on which He died. 

The tree by lowly Joseph planted, 
By Christ was sanctified. 
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Compensation 
By CHRISTINE F. BRONSON 


I thought to gather roses 
Wet with the morning dew, 
But where I sought for blossoms 
I found that sharp thorns grew. 


I thought to make my pathway 
Pleasant and smooth and fair, 
But when I walked its mazes 
I found it rough and bare. 


One day I looked no longer 
For flowers anear to spring; 

And oh; the blessed wonder! 
The stars were blossoming. 
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The Cosmic Voice 


By GEORGE REGINALD MARGETSON 


I am the cosmic, vibrant force, 
Eternal energy; 

I am the never failing Source 
Of mind and mystery. 


I am the ocean and the wave, 
The vast and mighty sea; 

I am the restless winds that rave 
Round earth’s broad canopy. 


I am the mountain and the vale, 
The swiftly rushing stream; 

I am the lightning and the gale, 
The calm, the blissful dream. 


I am the sun, the stars, the moon, 
The darkness and the light; 

I am the tropic breath of June, 
The soul of Arctic night. 


I am the toads, the rocks, the trees, 
The wee blind worms that crawl; 
I am the birds’ wild rhapsodies; 
The power that governs all. 


I am the sweet scent of the rose, 
The wormwood’s bitter gall; 
The silent prayer at evening’s close, 
The softening dews that fall. 
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I am the cyclone and the flood, 
The hope-song of the dead; 
I am the life, the virgin blood, 
And all that’s sung or said. 


I am the full voiced symphonies, 
The music of the Spheres; 

The pulsing, haunting melodies 
That dry the world’s sad tears. 


I am the Christ within, without, 
The hand of destiny; 

The tumult and the thundershout 
Of all humanity. 


I am the billion souls that think, 
In life’s mad whirlpool thrown; 
I am the tie that binds—the link 
*T wixt earth and worlds unknown. 


I am Supreme Intelligence, 
Unalterable Law; 

Sleepless, untiring diligence, 
On which earth’s systems draw. 


I am the Oracle Divine, 
Finite and infinite; 

I am the myriad gems that shine 
Magnificently bright. 


I am the unchallengeable Being 
That science fails to trace; 

I am the unseen, but the seeing 
Of endless time and space. 
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I am the atoms of the air, 

The floating, mystic screen; 
I am a Spirit, everywhere 

Shall be—and e’er have been. 


I am the heavens and the earth, 
All forms—above, below; 

I am the One and only Birth 
And all there is to know. 


I am the free high-winging host 
Shorn of the earthly clod:; 

The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
The known and unknown God. 
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Heights 


By May CowAN 


Peaks of the world, far-flung they stand 
Across the reaches of the land; 

Blue peaks that reverently rise 

And reach to kiss the kindred skies; 
Peaks lifted up to where they rest 

In majesty against God's breast, 

By his purity made white 

And wrapped around with robes of light. 


Sacred peaks, they rise up higher 

Than the footsteps of desire 

That trample all the lower spaces. 

Above the mists of creeds and races 

They are holding steadfastly. 

Heights are they where faith can see— 

The towers of silence where through the years 
I may tune in on the singing spheres. 
Although I ached and bled I’d climb 

To reach those shining peaks sublime. 
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Alone 


By GEORGE CHURCHILL WHITNEY 


A jackal stands upon the hill 

And howls. The night is still. 

The sun has long since gone to rest 
And night has crept from out the West 
To fling her dusky mantle o’er - 

The weary world from shore to shore. 
On such a night I stand alone 

Upon the plain. Within the zone 

Of eye’s perception not a soul 

Stands out beneath the starry bowl. 
The jackal howls again; from far 
Away an answer comes. A star 
Shoots, dying, ‘cross the jeweled dome; 
Is gone—a stranger far from home. 
This is my temple, far from all 

The milling mob, the bustling hall 
Of commerce; all the toil and strife 
Of nations. This alone is life. 

So there we stand beneath the sky— 
There we both stand, my God and I. 
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The Voice of God 


By Dr. MILES E. WALTON 


A bird sings a song, it lilts and trembles on the 
moonlight air, 

Shimmering fair—it is the voice of God! 

A brook babbles on its way, noisy, provoking, 
Turbulent, rare—it is the voice of God! 

A baby coos, and boos, and sings and cries, 
It lives, or dies—it is the voice of God! 

Sunshine, shadows, and a trillion tints at eve, 
Time, still, defies—it is the voice of God! 

Misery, sorrow, passion, hope, praise, joy and tears, 
A long life rears—it is the voice of God! 

Effort, activity, difficulties and quiet! 
Riotous fears—it is the voice of God! 

Wars, strife, commotion and laughter and song, 
Floating along—it is the voice of God! 

Man builds shack, business block, a cathedral or home! 
The ceaseless throng— it is the voice of God! 

All was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall 
To Him belong—it is the voice of God! 
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The Poet-Prophet 


By ALEXANDER COPELAND MILLAR 
With ear ajar to Nature’s softest whisper, 
With eye astrain for earliest beams of light, 


Interpreter of sighs and faintest scintillations, 
The poet stands a prophet in the night. 
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The Great Poet 


By GEORGE SCOTT GLEASON 


With these very stones 

I can build a tower, 

With these very grains 

I can be a sower, 

Find a miracle 

In a hidden grief 

In a stick, a stone, a green leaf. 


Fed, till I can feel no hunger, 
Quenched, till I can feel no thirst, 
Left, to do homage to what 

I see and love and serve. 
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Poetry 


By CATHERINE TAYLOR 


I saw her bend in wondrous grace 
Over a rose-tree wet with dew; 

I pleaded for a word with her; 
She flitted with a shy adieu. 


I saw her near a fountain play; 

Two children held her hands so fair; 
When I approached to speak to her 

She was not there, she was not there. 


I saw her dancing on the waves; 

Upon the deep sea she had flown; 
And in a boat I followed swift, 

But found the waves danced all alone. 


Her voice I heard in rustling trees, 
Across the field and up the hill, 

A mystic music breathing charm; 
The echo lived when all was still. 


And then upon the mountain top 
I heard her shout in solemn praise; 

I breathless climbed the mountain side, 
But she had left the purple haze. 


She lingered near the setting sun; 
‘Then to the stars I saw her leap; 

They caught her in a silver swing, 
And I could only watch and weep. 
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Retracing down the mountain side 
The trodden way with weary feet, 
I moved as in a fleeting dream 
The slumber-quiet vale to greet. 


When morning dawned, beside a cot 

She cheered a poor child with a kiss; 
Another child she gave a flower 

Which filled his simple heart with bliss. 


She snatched a sunbeam from the wall; 
It sparkled in an old man’s eye; 

He for a moment dropped his care 
And saw the blue smile in the sky. 


She touched a tired woman’s brow; 

The night had come and home was far; 
Then in the darkling arch she saw 

The beauty of the evening star. 


With kindly eyes she smiled at me, 
Though I had sadly missed my part 

In searching for her magic flowers 
That grow in every human heart. 
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To a Certain Poet 
By HENRY LEE HIGGINSON 


You have laid golden snares for loveliness 
And you have caught the beauty of all things. 
All of the little songs the west wind sings 

Are known to you. You have no wings 

And yet you understand how seagulls feel. 


Now I shall listen to the songs of larks. 

I shall be very still when blackbirds call 

And when the robin perching on our wall 
Turns eloquent; I know I shall not stir at all, 
Because your songs are like the songs of birds. 


Wings Against the Wind 


By ELKANAH EAST TAYLOR 


My thoughts like wings have lashed the winds 
Of circumstance of life, 

Trying to rise above the plane 

Of hate and tears and strife. 


My thoughts, like wings against the wind, 
Are pulsing swift and strong, 

Seeking to reach my goal—to make 

A lasting silver song! 
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The Wonder Worker 


By CLAUDE O. BROWN 


Where the babbling brook in the meadow stills 
And dawnlight gleams o’er wooded hills, 

Are mystic footprints strange but fair; 

The avalanche torn from mountain side 
Marks His path in a violent stride, 

And stars all wink at His passing there. 


Snowflakes have tales of beauty told, 

Of crystal wonders they enfold 

And weave into a robe of white; 

The hand that made them white and fair, 
In myst’ry veiled its impress there, 
Wondrous, wise and infinite. 


His step is heard in the ocean’s roar, 

Waves are sounding o’er and o’er, 

Eternal rhythm with march of time; 

On rocks where billows break their storms 
Moves unseen the hand that forms, 

With beauty in its touch sublime. 


Where sun from azure sky is rolled 
To Western canopy of gold, 

Walks He in effulgent light; 

Watch when He shall pass that way, 
Splendor seal the parting day, 

And sky in glory, draped at night, 
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With breath God gives how dare we say 
Blind nature helpless paved the way, 
Evolving forms of life from sod. 

Who crimped the land to mountains high 
And flung their summits to the sky? 
"Twas wisdom, force, and plan with God. 
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Tell Me, Seer 
By W. H. TOURJEE 


Tell me, Seer, what is beauty? 

Beauty is God’s Thought, for God’s Thought is 
beautiful. 

And what is truth? 

Truth is beauty, for beauty must be true. 

And what is friendship? 

Friendship is truth and beauty, for where truth and 
beauty are not, neither can friendship be. 

And what is love? 

Love is friendship, and truth, and beauty, for love 
cannot be where these are not. 

And what is God? 

Thy question is answered: God is Love, and Friend- 
ship, and Truth, and Beauty; and where these 
are, there, also, is God; and these are God. 
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My World 


By IDA WALDEN THOMAS 


I live in a world of beauty, 
A world of color and light; 
A world of princely glory, 
Radiant day and night. 


I live in a world of treasure, 
A world of jewels and gold; 
A world where wizards conjure 
And mysteries unfold. 


I live in a world of music, 
A world of sweetest sound; 
A world of song ecstatic, 
Where joy and love abound. 


I live in a world of daring, 
A world of speed and death; 
A wild, mad race unsparing, 
We watch with bated breath. 
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The Fellowship of Light 


By JOHN R. WEBB 


Where no man is, there fall the rain, the snow, 
Revealing facts that make sheer cosmic grace 
Extend beyond all human need and show 

The mystic realm of space. 


In some remote, sequestered spot, its bloom 

Lost nothing, though no human eye might gaze; 

The orchid beauty breathes for One, to whom 
All life expresses praise. 


The cruel struggle which develops life, 

In all its forms from cradle to the grave, 

Reveals-a face, a hand above the strife, 
And victory for the brave. 


For step by step, and stage by stage, the way 

Mounts upward toward a greater, nobler realm; 

From twilight zone to glorious full-orbed day— 
A Master at the helm. 


Truth lies beyond the human mind until 
Unfolded, as one learns to think and feel, 
Responsive to a superhuman will, 

His purpose to reveal. 


The Friend of conscience, the Ally of soul! 

To choose the highest is to find the best, 

And pressing upward reach life’s crowning goal, 
In triumph ever blest. 
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Wishing on a Comet 


To wish on a Shooting Star ts an old tradition 


By LOUISE BURTON LAIDLAW 


O, lightning star! 

Where does your swift course run? 
Proud wanderer 

From what flamboyant sun, 
What molten mass 

Was your bright substance cast? 
Now, as you pass 

This fettered sphere, your vast 
Undying force 

Fills every heart with awe 
In your far course 

Will you return no more? 


One mighty flash! 

And yet for us who wait:— 
Unsettled, rash, 

Untutored in a fate 
Beyond our scope. 

Down the night shall traverse 
A flame-clear hope 

From out the universe. 
What longings soar 

To you who only see 
A moment more 

Won from eternity! 
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Through all mankind 

A common thrill must run. 
In every mind 

A fervent wish is spun. 
A million hopes 

From out a million hearts 
As each soul gropes, 

A varied tale imparts 
Of human strife,— 

An overwhelming plea 
From this poor life 

Mounts to you—fiery, free. 


Our hopes enmesh,— 

You who pass heaven’s bars, 
Bear now each wish 

Beyond the utmost stars 
Whose keen cold eyes 

Laugh down upon our fate,— 
What strange surmise, 

Passing, you might relate! 


Swift messenger, 
Speed off into the night! 
Time’s harbinger, 
Bear endlessly your light 
Beyond our tears, 
Into the universe 
Where untold years 
Leap on through boundless space. 
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A Falling Meteor 


By JULIA T. CASSIDY 


Flashing across the sky 
An angry, daring dart of power and light, 
What is the cause that brings about 
Your swift and solemn flight? 
From what vast spaces have you come? 
To what unknown expanses do you go? 
Rifting the air, sharper than lightning’s flash, 
Meteor, where do you go? 


How small, how ignorant, 
You make us seem! 
With one grand flashing act, 
Like a bright beam, 
Triumphantly obedient you haste 
To heed the Maker’s nod; 
While we, weak and conceited, doubt and ask, 
“Is there a God?”’ 
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The Enchanted Vision 


By MABEL ADAMS AYER, R.N. 


Oh, the glistening joy of common things! 
How persuasively they reveal 
Great harmonies, while Nature sings, 
Her melodious, lengthening peal 
Echoing into Eternity! 


The broom, perchance, seems not to be 
A magic wand, but look! 
The vision shows majestic tree 
And whispering forest nook 
And whirring wild-bird flutterings. 


The needle? Far below the earth 
Are shining mists imprisoned 
Uniting in their common mirth 
Until we see envisioned 
Kind Nature’s added gifts to Man. 


And bricks? They, too, are spiritual treasures 
Substantial, sure and strong 
Like Faith, which makes of drudgery, pleasures 
While heart-sighs turn to song, 
Sweet stirrings in the Eternal Blue. 


And Pain? Ah, here the vision pleads 
Because we turn away 
Swift-following Pain. Upon our knees 
In mists of deepening gray 
Sweet Virtues come, in rainbowed tears. 
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O Visions of this heart of mine, 
Illumine with your rays 
These earth-forms; radiant let them shine 
Soft-shedding azure haze— 
Broodings of Nature’s God and mine. 
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Whimsy 


By BRIGHT W. PADGITT 


I can not rid myself of dreams today! 
Perhaps it is the constant call of things 

That I have loved in such a simple way 
In other dead but unforgotten springs. 


I see an orchard flecked with blossom feam 
As cherry trees are caught in windy sway. 
There was a path, a sagging fence and home,— 
I can not rid myself of dreams today! 


What sound is this that stirs my heart again 
And pulses through the marrow of my bones? 
The cry of children, playing in the rain, 
With barefoot patter on the walkway stones. 


There was a lifting lyric in my heart 

That would not down, be skies a blue or grey. 
But I have kept its nearest counterpart: 

I can not rid myself of dreams today! 


164 


My Castle of Joy 


By EVA WILLIS GILMORE 


Lonely? Ah, never alone am I, 

For I dwell in a castle, close up to the sky, 
And the birds flit by on happy wing, 

And murmuring streams softly sigh and sing, 
And the breeze is cool with the waft of wings, 
And I dream sweet dreams of beautiful things. 


The hours speed by on wings of light, 
And I live and dream, nor note their flight, 
For I dwell in a castle, close up to the sky, 
And never alone for an hour am I. 

Soft is the breeze, heaven-born and sweet, 
And beautiful dreams speed my flying feet. 


And as I work, I dream, and sing, 

And the labor is lost, as on glad swift wing 
Speed the hours along, and the work is done, 
And I know not how the victory’s won, 

So never alone am I, for a day 

For I have my dreams, and my fancies play. 


And my heart is happy the whole day long, 
And my lips do carol a tender song; 

So pity me not, though my dwelling may be 
Meager and poor, but not to me, 

For I ride on a steed of clouds full high, 
As I dwell in my castle beneath the sky. 
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I care naught for riches, a burden they’d be,— 
I rejoice, for my fancies are real to me, 

And I sing and J dream, and I write all the day; 
And I labor and work, but it all is mere play, 
For I dwell in a castle, so close to the sky 

That I hear angels’ wings as they flit softly by. 
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Life’s Long Night 


By ANNE BREWINGTON 


Thru the dusk— 

The twilight is deepening 

From strands of gold into 

Mystic hues of gorgeous coloring 
As of a soul drifting in an 

Ocean of God’s infinite beauty— 
Then shades of onyx and silver 
With star gleams of the night. 


On thru the night— 

The hours are filled 

With limpid darkness; 

The soul grows weary, 

Yet blindly gropes for light, 
Never faltering, never doubting 
Thru the long hours 

Of life’s dark night. 


Dawn— 

After the long, long night 
The soul is born anew; 
Lifted, filled, cast up 

By the tides of progression 
And with undaunted courage 
Goes on to meet 

The new day—the new life. 
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The new day— 

With golden sunlight 
Streaming over the hilltop, 
Beckoning and caressing 

All things— 

As it travels on thru the hours, 
Hours that are fraught 

With new beginnings. 


The old, old things are of the past— 
Old thoughts that brought not growth, 
Old loves that brought unhappiness 
And spread a mantle of darkness 

Over the sunshine of life— 

All are gone, 

Gone with the shadows 

Of the long, long night. 
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Desire 
By OLIVE FRANCES HANSON 


Come 

Like a young gull cleaving a wave, 
Swiftly. 

Let not the loosened blast 

Nor foaming seas 

Delay your flight; 

For I have waited long 

On the shore of desire, 

Counting tinted shells 

In a black night. 
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Guenebra 
By HENRIETTA O’KILL SAXTON 


The brilliant glow of the western sky 
Enraptures my soul with thoughts 
Of her who passes me swiftly by, 
In the land of forget-me-nots. 


As shadows of evening deepen fast, 
She wafts this message to me, 

In the sighing of the zephyr wind, 
Through the heart of the old oak tree: 


“Oh, I'll come to thee, Love, 
In the dawn ere long, 
To lighten thy slumber 
With a low, sweet song. 


“‘Love, each hour will resound, 
With joys truly rare; 
We'll seal our devotion 

With love’s divine prayer.” 
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Man’s Part in the Creation 
By LELIA FAYE OWENS 


God dipped His fingers in chaotic swirls; 

Created out of them wonderful worlds; 

Then He placed His masterpiece, Man, 

In their midst; gave him a part in the plan. 

God left to mere man the finishing touch. 

Ah, true, the Great Artist loved him so much 
That He left to man’s faltering, brush-shy hands 
The task of completing His Omnipotent Plans. 
Unfinished deserts and mountains so bare 

Await the touch of man’s obedient care. 
Unfathomed depths in the mysterious sea 

Hold gems more rare than we ever shall see. 

This is man’s task: he must water the bare, 
Unfertile desert and till it with care; 

Out of its barren, thirsty sand-swept spread, 

Raise the golden wheat for his daily bread; 

Climb over the mountains, mould them to his will; 
Master the sea-myst’ry; render it still; 

And the last great clause in the wonderful plan— 
Go forth with God’s Word to his fellow man. 
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Sufficiency 


By NELLIE GENEVA SCUDDER 


If this were all,—this little span below,— 
We need have no ideals,—life would be sad. 
No thought of future life to make us glad,— 
We would be like the beasts that eat and grow 
So satisfied with life,—so dumb and slow. 
Naught to our store of knowledge need we add; 
The mind with things of spirit must be clad 
If, as we travel, we would heavenward go. 


If this were all, we need not friends nor love; 
Live as the clod, then to the clay return. 

We need no knowledge of the things above, 
Unless, while here, for heavenly things we yearn. 
If this were all! But where there’s love and trust 
In a Creator, we are more than dust! 
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Exultation 
By LEONA TRAIN 
I do not ask for gold or fame, 
For tributes high or gilded name. 


My heart is happier without 
The conquest or the victor’s shout, 


For I know, though I dwell alone, 
There is one thing that is my own; 


I would not, though the years are long, 
Forget that I can make a song! 


Destroy ambition and her snare— 
Will-o’-the-wisp, faithless and fair; 


And laugh at things that aim for gold, 
For moneyed wealth is hard and cold. . . 


But slumb’ring from the world apart, 
A song lies hidden in my heart. . 


What matter if the world is wrong— 
I know that I can make a song! 
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Toa Deity 


By BRITA R. BOWEN 


I will not pray to you 

Now that you have thrown me beaten 
To the ground, 

Now that you have cast me helpless 
To my knees. 


Curses you have placed upon me. 

Black sorrows, empty days and lonesome nights 
You have made me take. 

Twisted and torn by your great forces, 

You let me lie humbled 

At your feet. 

But I will not pray to you, 

I will not cry to you, 

No—not with bruised hands 

And mad, hungry eyes 

Will I offer to you supplication. 

No, not by agonies can you bring me to you. 


Better on a day when I am glad again 
Will I crawl to you in prayer. 
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Imprisoned 
By CHRISTINE F. BRONSON 


Though my cup of life be small, 
Fill it full, Lord of the Wall. 


Better wormwood, bravely quaffed 
In one bitter, bitter draught, 
Than unfilled, to let it fall. 


Burning pain and wound were better, 
Binding chain and galling fetter, 
Than in fear to haunt the hall. 


Better even broken wing, 
In a cage to sit and sing, 
Than to make no flight at all. 


Though my cup of life be small, 
Fill it full, Lord of the Wall. 
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The Epic Soul 


By ARTHUR BARDWELL PATTEN 


I am composite of ten thousand lives, 
A gleaner of the countless years, 
A garner of their hopes and fears; 
In me the cave-man with the Christian strives. 


I am a product and a residue, 
A complex of contrasted strains, 
A cargo of ancestral brains, 

A motley freightage, old and new. 


But I am more—emergent, free; 

I am myself by God’s decree, 
Conscripted to command and steer 
My fateful course, my own career, 

And give to life the high control 

And splendor of an epic soul. 


First in The Christian Century, November 26, 1925. 
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‘The Golden Torch 


By PEARLE LIGHT EDWARDS 


Ambition’s like a torch, whose blaze burns deep. 
It will not let one lag or idly sleep. 

It spurs us on to things that seem absurd, 

To things undreamed or even those unheard. 


Ambition knows no fear, its urge builds ways 
To loftier views, to wondrous happy days. 
No siren with seductive charm and fire 

Can woo us, like ambition’s strong desire. 


To worthy things alone should this flame woo. 
There are so many worth-while things to do. 
The world needs honor, truth, a nobler view. 
Ambition’s torch of gold, the world needs you. 
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I Thank Thee 


By JAMES L. HUGHES 


I thank Thee for the power to keep alive 
Fresh memories of beauty and of joy, 
And weave into the fabric of my life 
The dreams that thrilled me when a happy boy. 


I thank Thee for the magic touch of those 
Who kindled selfhood to a brighter glow, 

Who opened windows that great truths might shine 
Into my soul, and start my best to grow. 


I thank Thee for the epoch days of life: 
When love’s sweet ecstasy brought Heaven near, 
When vital faith in self and right grew strong, 
When vision widened and made duty clear. 


I thank Thee for achieving tendency 
To think, to plan, but best of all, to do 
The things I plan, that each new plan achieved 
May be an upward step to clearer view. 


I thank Thee for the buoyant wings of hope, 
And for the power of conscious growth towards 
Thee, 
For all the progress that mankind has made, 
And for the greater progress yet to be. 
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A Secret 


By NATALIE Morris 


I hold a secret in my heart 
With all my might and main; 
These wondrous thoughts I keep apart 
So they may come again. 


If I should tell you all I might, 
The thoughts would disappear 
Like birds that scatter in their flight 

Knowing a storm is near. 
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“T Am Larget Than I Thought” 


—Walt Whitman 
By JAMES L. HUGHES 


Life uplifting revelation! 
Greatest lesson ever taught! 
Hopeful, kindling inspiration! 
“T am larger than I thought.” 


“Thou art mindful of me!’’ Surely 
That should keep my life aglow 
With the faith that leads securely, 
As I onward, upward go. 


Why should I be weak or fearful? 
In Thine image I was made; 

I will work in sunshine, cheerful, 
As Thy partner, undismayed. 


Trusting in Thy power, in meekness 
I will songs triumphant sing, 
Conscious of my strength—not weakness, 
For I represent the King. 


I shall grow forever nearer 
To the Father Heart Divine; 
With life vision even clearer, 
For the universe is mine. 
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Weaving of Life’s Fabric 


By AGNESS GREENE FOSTER 


Wouldst have the fabric of thy life wrought in rare 
and beauteous design? 

Watch, then, with unceasing vigilance, the silver 
shuttle of speech as it flies from the loom of 
thought. 

Upon the oft recurring of the golden thread of Love 
depends the beauty and the splendor of life’s 
fabric. 

Not here, not there a tiny gleam, nor yet in monstrous 
patches with yards of sombre hue between. 
That life shows best whose thread of Love shines oft 

and even through each day’s weave. 

Thine may of scarlet be—bright as the poppy’s head 
—yet if on closer, nearer view the warp be gold, 

Tis tempered into harmony. 


Though colorless and gray the fabric seems to careless 
eyes, 

Yet, at close range, if the gold thread of Love there 
gleams, ’twill warmer grow; 

Or red or drab, when touched by sunlight’s glow, 
will melt all mingling into one. 


To One alone ’twas given to weave His life in cloth 
of gold—all Love. 

Him wouldst thou follow? Of a surety, then, con- 
stant thou must be. 

Weave what thou wilt, but let there ever be 
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Bright scrolls of gold on silvered ground, 

With here a thread of royal blue and there a purple 
strand. 

And yet the silver shuttle’s prone to slip— 

Guard well thy thought, thy tongye, thy lip! oe 
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That Is All 


By HELENE MARTHA BOLL 


Human life is such a little thing, 
The passing of a moment, 
That is all. 


Human thought, the darting of a bird upon the wing, 
A silent answer through the spaces, 
To a silent call. 


Human soul, which is no human thing, 
The breathing of a spirit, 
Pont is all 
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Enoch Walked With God 


By ANNE KELLETT 


. . . Enoch walked with God. 

And so did I,— 

Upon a lovely hill 

Which touched the sky. 

He spoke to me in accents 

Such as these . . . 

The rhythm of a bird in flight, 

Caress of breeze, 

The matchless changing hues of setting sun 
And later,—twinkling stars, 

When day was done. 

The Bible says that Enoch walked with God, 
And so did I. 


My Hooked Rug 


By EvA LOUISE ZOLLER 


This rug I hook is very real 

Because each stitch I somehow feel. 

I tack my thoughts on all four sides— 

And thoughts, you know, have waves and tides. 


The pattern, too, is wholly mine 

As years weave on from line to line, 
And Time paints color schemes to suit 
This rug of mine throughout Life’s route. 


Dark troughs, high crests and foam so bright— 
Hope’s bubbles sparkling in the light, 

These undulating whims Fate plots 

And accents each with purpose dots. 


And when Death takes the one last stitch, 
Earth’s folks may doubt the why and which 
But one, I know, will trace by deed, 

The pattern, I, alone can read. 
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Pluck 
By W. B. ALLISON 


A little frog came hopping by 
On a stony cellar wall, 
Guarding with his snappy eye, 
Lest he should catch a fall; 
When there in front of him 
Was a chasm deep and wide. 

He hopped out closer to the rim, 
To a devious path he hied. 


Down beneath him some six feet, 

Was an open jar of cream. 

While cream and frogs don’t often meet; 
He fell in with a scream. 

He sank deep down; then came to top, 
And with a furtive glance, 

He thought, with one tremendous hop, 
He’d clear the wall and prance. 


He hopped just once; then tried to climb 
The wall so smooth and high. 
Each effort threw him more behind; 
Then he lapsed into a sigh. 

“No use,” he said, ‘‘T’ll just resign. 
Fate has me in its thrall, 
For there’s no frog could ever climb 
From out this prison wall!” 
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Another froggie came that way, 

And, likewise, he fell in. 

He never thought he came to stay, 

But started in to swim. 

He swam and kicked, and kicked and squirmed, 
In circles round and round, 

Then from his perch of butter firm, 

He hopped up to the ground. 
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Life Is a Pearl 


By C. S. FAUNCE 


Life to me is a bauble, 
Like a rare opalescent pearl 
That glows with the sun’s reflections 
That frowns when the clouds are awhirl. 


Life is a pearl to the fisher 
In crude and lowly estate, 

That answers to love’s awakening, 
And is raised to a queenly state. 


Life is a pearl in its mussel, 
In the deep and dark troubled sea. 
With the sunshine of love excluded, 
It’s a lusterless treasure to me. 


Life is a pearl to the cutter, 
That causes the opaline hue 

To bloom like the rose in summer, 
Caressed by the rain and the dew. 


Life is a pearl as we make it 
With its wonderful rainbow hue, 
The flaw in the crystalline surface, 
Is the evil we choose to do. 


Life is a pearl as we shape it, 

Our misdeeds it does not atone; 
But each kindly act enkindles, 

‘The wonderful lights in the stone. 
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Dreams 


By BERENICE M. MALONEY 


Have you ever thought to yourself, with a sigh, 
That the thrill of Romance had perhaps passed you 
by? 


Have you ever wished for a Knight, tried and true, 
Who adored you, and charmed you, and lived just 
for you? 


Have you ever hoped that there’d soon come a day 
When the things you had dreamed of would come 
right your way? 


Have you ever wondered if you'd travel far, 
And have glad adventures—see things as they are? 


Have you ever longed for just interesting things 
To fly by your side on swift, silver-tipped wings? 


Have you ever noticed a face in a crowd 
That you knew you could like, if just Fate had 
allowed? 


Have you ever dreamed that you’d wake up some day, 
And find you had changed, in some wonderful way, 


To the sort of a person you so longed to be, 
That you are to yourself—but that no one can see? 


And how you could charm! And the nice thoughts 
you'd say! 
That you feel all the time—but you can’t break away 


189 


From the shell that you’re in, from that self-conscious 
bar 

That keeps folks from knowing yourself as you are? 

Oh, Dreams! They’re a godsend! They help us to 
live: 

We have in our Dreams thrills that life cannot give! 
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Being God 
By JOHN A. L. ODDE 


What fun it would be to be God for a day 
And manage that monster angelical throng! 
Except there’d be no one to whom we could pray. 


To be able the stars in their courses to stay, 
To provide for the weak, and dispose of the strong, 
What fun it would be to be God for a day! 


We could people new worlds out of spiritless clay; 
His power is so vast, and His days are so long. 
Except there'd be no one to whom we could pray. 


Just to hand down our judgment on Shaw or Benét 
(Divinely omniscient, we couldn’t go wrong) 
What fun it would be to be God for a day! 


We might pity the millions in heathen Bombay, 

(Not to mention New York,) London, Paris, Hong 
Kong, 

Except there'd be no one to whom we could pray. 


But men are like moons. So dependent are they 

A consoling exception I save in my song. 

What fun it would be to be God for a day, 
Except—there’d be no one to whom we could pray! 
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Birdmen’s Weapons 
By MARY POWELL 


We must catch a spark from a nearby star, 

To fuel the flight of our modern car. 

We must tame the currents, and master the breeze, 
If we ride aloft when and where we please. 

We must fly by the spirit and not by the frame 
To be pilot there, and record our name! 
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Brave Lindbergh! 


By VAN RENSSELAER GIBSON 


(May be sung to “‘Materna,’’ as commonly used with ““O 
Mother dear, Jerusalem’ and ‘‘America, the Beautiful’) 


Hail Lindbergh! Brave young Lindbergh, Hail! 
We sing your glorious flight, 
For surely you’re your country’s pride, 
A shining beacon light. 
We laud your courage and your skill; 
Your modesty and smile; 
The “Spirit of St. Louis,’ too, 
That bore you many a mile. 


You dared to do unheard-of things, 
Without a thought of fear; 

You braved the dangers of the deep, 
With steady vision clear. 

Nor fog, nor ice, nor tired limbs, 
Nor tempting doubts subdued: 

You knew your goal and forged ahead, 
With firm resolve renewed. 


For long, long hours you flew alone, 
With ne’er a human soul;— 

The only pal you had, your plane,— 
Onrushing to the goal. 

There was no land; ofttimes no sea,— 
Just sleet and mist and sleet. 

Your pulse caught up the motor’s throb, 
That drove the plane so fleet. 
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At last the Irish shore appeared, 
And soon the coasts of France. 
And then you found your dream come true; 
You walked as in a trance. 
A nation bore you in its arms; 
Spread honors at your feet. 
They hailed you hero everywhere, 
And wildly did they greet. 


And then once more your face was turned 
To seek your native land; 

Hence, you were borne by ship along, 
In triumph, to our strand. 

Your country reared you on a throne, 
Set laurels on your brow; 

They hailed you hero through the land, 
With cheers that echo now. 


So day by day, by leaps and bounds, 
Your undimmed honor grew, 

They sought your presence every where— 
The land belonged to you. 

They praised your courage and your skill; 
Your modesty and smile; 

The ‘Spirit of St. Louis,”’ too, 
That bore you many a mile. 


And next, from coast to coast you flew, 
To lead an air advance; 
And with unerring skill you roamed 
Our great land’s vast expanse. 
Thus, day by day, through weeks and months, 
Your laurels grew and grew. 
Lo, here and there, your glory flared; 
Your fame no limits knew. 
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Then on to Mexico you forged, 
A monarch of the air, 

To weld the bonds of friendship firm, 
"Mongst anxious people there. 

With joy, they hailed your swift approach; 
With faith, your friendly hand; 

You won the heart of Mexico, 
The worship of the land! 


But more than conquest of the air, 
Or worship of the land,— 
You won the heart of goodly Anne— 
Your heart with love was fanned; 
And you, unconquered in your quests,— 
The monarch of the skies— 
Have nobly yielded to the light 
That shone in Anna’s eyes. 


And now new fields of conquest call; 
You blaze the westward trail, 

So give of mind and heart to aid 
A route by air and rail. 

And next to ope an airway south 
You traverse many a mile 

O’er rugged wastes and forests wild, 
Soon landing with a smile. 


The explorer’s role you now essay, 
And turn your plane to roam 

The jungle lands of Yucatan,— 
The ancient Mayas’ home. 

Down there your eyes are keen to spy 
Old haunts of mystery. 

And so to all your exploits add 
A strike for history. 
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Hail Lindbergh! Brave young Lindbergh, Hail! 
We sing your glorious flight, 

For surely you’re your country’s pride, 
A shining beacon light. 

God grant the knighthood of our land 
Be kindled from your flame, 

While loudly swells the chorus grand:— 

“All glory to your name!” 
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The Mid-Watch Below 


By RoYAL PULLMAN MAULSBY 


The engine shoves its knuckled arm, 
Against the flashing crank, 

To send its vigour through a shaft 
To blades that whip the sea, 

And loud the valve-links clank 

And loud the rods agree. 


For the ocean’s tough, 

And ships are fat, 

And hardly do they run, 

It’s more than steel and bronze can do— 
But it’s done. 


The boilers glare from eyes of fire, 
And out of a quivering pipe, 

The steam goes sizzling to the stop, 
To find the engine’s maw, 

While shrill the feed-pumps gripe 
To feed the boiler’s craw. 


For the engine’s hot, 

And pipes grow cold, 

And hard is victory won, 

It’s more than water and fire can do— 
But it’s done. 


The stoker thrusts his bar of iron, 
Through a white-hot bed of pain, 
And rasps his shovel on the plates, 
While he chews the gritty coal, 
But nothing of metal ever waits 
For a man to slake his soul. 
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For men are soft, 

And steel is hard, 

And hell is a fiery run; 

It’s more than blood and flesh can do— 
But it’s done, 


198 


Poems 
By ULA B. MACKENZIE 


Poems are thoughts 

Of beauty, flitting 
Through the minds of men, 
And their magic 

Softly whispered 

To a rhyming pen. 
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A Dream 


By HARRIET BANKER 


I was lonely, sad and weary, 
Weary—of life as it was; 

My life seemed desolate, dreary, 
I envied the others—because— 


They had everything I craved for; 
At least, so I thought that day; 

For my heart’s deep wound was so sore. 
May time wipe the scar away! 


Down to the lake I betook me, 
Down—on the soft green earth, 

Under a handsome old oak tree— 
To reason,—what life was worth. 


And there, all alone, that May day, 
As I sat on the velvet sod 

In fancy I drifted away, 
Till caught by the little ““dream god.” 


And then—by his magic power, 
I was soon transported away 

From reality for an hour. 
Would it had lasted for aye! 


With a seat in a pink pearl shell— 
Drawn by a beautiful swan, 
We sailed past many a dell 
And still we were gliding on. 
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When—all at once—I thought I heard 
The sound of a silver bell; 

And then right before me appeared 
A vision—wondrous to tell! 


Like fragrance of Spring’s first violets, 
Clothed in celestial light, 

Pausing on earth a few moments 
To put my sorrow to flight. 


I was lulled into sweet content, 
Joyous peace, and happiness, too. 

To praises—I’ll ever give vent— 
My guardian queen, to you! 


But lo! as her wand she waved 
A dazzling brilliance burst forth! 
With darkness—my way was paved. 
Alas!—I went back to earth. 


I was simply allowed that dream, 
Away from the earth—for a space. 
The voice—was the murmuring stream, 

The light—the sun in my face. 
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Work 
By ALEX C. D. NOE 


Work, work; well, what of it? 

Just so long as it’s honest I love it. 

And the work may be ditching or blasting out coal, 
Or shoveling ballast rock down in a hole; 
Whatever it is, it is good for my soul, 

If I stand like a man as I do it. 


Work, work; well, what of it? 

If you know it is good and can prove it? 

Be it building a temple or finding a star, 

Or prying the portals of glory ajar, 

Or making a brighter spot right where you are, 
If you stand like a man and go to it? 


Work, work; well, what of it? 

Ah, there’s rapture superb up above it; 

For the flowers are sweeter when you plant the seed; 

The reward is much greater when you do the deed, 

And the cheering sounds louder when you're in the 
lead, 

If you plunge like a man and go through it. 


Work, work; well, what of it? 

Do you wonder now why I love it? 

Why, I wouldn’t want heaven on couches of ease, 

Nor be blown there by winds from the tops of the 
trees; 

But had rather reach port over tempest tossed seas, 

And stand like a man if I do it. 


*Homiletic Review. 
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My Mirror 


By BLANCHE IvEY LONG 


I’ve a curious little mirror, 
Not of glass and mercury, 

But of smiles and happy laughter, 
Toddling ’round my nursery. 


All my smiles are there reflected, 
And my last reproving frown, 
All my gestures imitated, 
As we imitate renown. 


My wee mirror is efficient 
Over mirrors that we buy, 
For a sounding board equipment, 
Duplicates each tone and sigh. 


When my tone is harsh and fretful 
Full of restlessness and nerves, 
Then my sounding board is faithful 

In the echoes that it serves. 


Marred or broken by example, 
My mistake will mean to me, 
More than seven years of trouble— 

All the long eternity. 
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My Needs 


By NADINE SEE 


Seems to be so much within me 
That I never can express; 
Need a bigger ’cabulary— 
, That’s the trouble, I just guess. 


Lots an’ lots of things I’m thinkin’, 
When I work, an’ when I res’; 

But there’s no one round to hear ’em— 
Need a buddy, I just guess. 


Sometimes when I’m through my workin’, 
An’ I’ve changed my work-day dress, 

Then I dream of knights an’ heroes— 
Need some readin’, I just guess. 


When I go to bed of evenin’s, 
Sleep won’t come, an’ I can’t res’, 
Till I hear some far-off singin’-— 
Need some music, I just guess. 


In my dreamin’, there’s a nobler 
An’ a higher life that’s bes’, 

An’ a Father there to guide me— 
Need to know him, I just guess. 
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The Bookworm 


By WILLIAM THOMAS CASH 


Some go for pleasure 
To mountains, seas, 
Some seek for flowers 
And stately trees; 


But naught I find 
In Nature’s nooks, 
Yields the delight 
I get from books. 


Perusing them 

The world I roam, 

And have no reason 
To leave my home. 


With Western miners 
I dig for gold; 

I meet with robbers 
Mean but bold. 


I feel with lovers 
Their youthful thrills; 
I view the oceans 

And climb the hills. 


I go with soldiers 
To gory fields; 

I view the harvest 
Which science yields. 


I learn the wisdom 
Of scholar, sage; 
I see transgressors 
Receive their wage. 
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I see the treasures 
Wrought out by art; 
And oft view scenes 
Which please the heart. 


In structures noble 
I talk with kings; 

With boldest flyers 
I go on wings. 


I see great nations 
Rise, pass away; 
Behold the conquerors 
Who have their day. 


I see vexation 

In toil and strife; 
And note the pitfalls 
Which come in life. 


All earthly knowledge 
Is at my feet; 

I’m sitting daily 

In conqueror’s seat. 


Inside my library 

In cushioned chair; 

I daily garner 
Earth’s pleasures rare. 


Though I hear others, 
Praise mountains, brooks, 
And seas and cities, 

I’ll stick to books. 
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The Bibliophile 


By FRANK MILTON WEEKS 


I sought him out one yesterday 
Removed afar from places gay, 

And thot to find but trembling hands, 
A broken form none understands. 


There, as I gazed along the walls, 
I thot from out those dingy stalls 
To make composite in this place 
The true condition of his face. 


There tomes and tomes, each side by side, 
And row on row piled high I spied. 
What other than a fool was he. 

Such loves as this—insanity! 


While half aloud these words I spoke 
A tranquil voice the silence broke; 
And from beneath the shadowed wall 
Unseen, yet seeing, words did fall: 


“‘Good friend, unbid you enter here 
To view a sanctum to me dear; 
This is a living court you tread 
Where royalty suspires, tho dead.” 


While this I pondered ’neath my cloak 
The sightless figure once more spoke, 
The while I thot each tome a tomb, 
Sepulchral-like around the room: 
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“This is the court of royalty 
Where all about are kings you see; 
And queens here too, an audience give 
At my request; for me they live. 


“Did e’er you know such court of state 
That would for man’s own pleasure wait, 
To speak to him by night or day 
At length or briefly, as he'd say? 


“This court is likewise ope to all 
Whose stature measures on the wall 
Enough of aristocracy 
To reach the height where he would be. 


“According as you understand 
They lead you willing thro their land; 
Like boon companions with you go; 
Like mentors showing what you'd know.” 


The room that had but murky seemed 
With slanting sunlight brightly gleamed, 
So that with shaded eyes I gazed 

At him who spoke, and was amazed: 


Behold, a callow youth whose mien 
And form like to a king did seem. 
And as I walked without the door 
I bowed my head and eyes before. 
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Voodoo 


By JURGEN PETER KRAG 


The night was black, the wind was wild, and murky 
was the sky, 

And lightning’s vivid flashes seemed a storm to pro- 
phesy. 

The threat’ning clouds, that all the day had hung 
low o’er the land, 

Now wept warm tears as though they knew the busi- 
ness close at hand. 


The jungle path was dark and damp, and spongy was 
the ground, 

And slime and ooze and tangled weeds extended all 
around. 

Fat unclean snakes, and horrid toads, and things that 
fear the day, 

And evil ghosts of lustful thoughts on each side lined 


the way. 

There stole along this winding trail—the light it was 
so dim— 

A slinking form, but faintly seen; another followed 
him. 


And then appeared, like shadow shapes, like pictures 
on the screen, 

With stealthy steps, more creeping forms, more 
ghastly things obscene. 


And on they came, by twos and threes, and all with 


noiseless tread, 
It seemed almost a dim and dark procession of the 


dead. 
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And on they came, nor knew of rest, until they 
reached their goal, 

A black scar in the hillside bare, a noisome, gloomy 
hole. 


Within this cave they gathered ‘round the lurid, 
greenish flame 

Cast by a fire from salt stained wood, some pirate- 
ship’s old frame. 

They gathered ’round the leaping blaze, the devil’s 
jet-black brood, 

And some were dressed in silken gowns, and some 
were almost nude. 


And some were dressed in silken gowns which soon 
they threw aside. 

Their reeking bodies, wet with sweat, no longer did 
they hide, 

As ’round and ’round with claspéd hands, in one 
unceasing whirl 

They writhed like lost tormented souls, and each man 
grasped a girl. 


‘Then quicker grew the dizzy dance, and madder grew 
the noise, 

As each himself abandoned to the savage jungle joys. 

They mingled in a squirming mass which circled ever 
round, 


Until they sank exhausted, nearly lifeless on the 
ground. 
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The papaloi now entered; a tall man he, and black, 

A death’s head face, a wasted form, a look demoniac. 

A red bandana ’round his loins, a red band ‘round 
his head, 

Comprised his garb, save that his skin with oil was 
over-spread. 


He raised his hand. The noisy crew grew silent when 
he frowned 

And with a piece of charcoal drew a circle on the 
ground. 

Some ten feet it extended thus on all sides of the fire, 

Whose hellish flame, in colors green, proclaimed a 
funeral pyre. 


Within this ring, most cautiously, a covered box was 
brought, 

Its top and sides, and front and back, with curious 
figures wrought. 

A shudder passed through all the crowd. Hid from 
the light of day 

There lay inside, the voodoo snake, the God to whom 
they pray. 


Concealed from sight it lay within, a slimy thing and 
cold, 

Whose greenish coils in sluggish waves, did fold and 
then unfold. 

It slowly swayed its flattened head and stretched its 
jaws apart 

As though it knew its fee should be to gorge the 
victim’s heart. 
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The devil priest now took his stand within the sacred 
ring, 

And unto him his acolytes his magic powders bring. 

The people stilled their voices. From the darkness 
came the thrum— 

The hollow, muffled rolling of a deep-toned, mellow 
drum. 


The drum-head was the dried skin of a man who had 
been hung, 

The drum-sticks were the arm bones of a jade, once 
fair and young. 

The shell was brass. In muffled notes its weird tones 
seemed to tell 

The longings of these spirits from the nether depths 
of hell. 


The tom tom rolled. The papaloi, the mystic powders 
took, 

And one by one, with weaving hands, into a cauldron 
shook. 

And as he stirred the devil’s brew, he sang in mono- 
tone 

A spell to bring your lasting love to me, and me 
alone. 


I sat beyond the negroes in a somewhat hidden place, 
So that perchance they might forget the paleness of 


my face. 

There was no need for any fear; they only saw their 
king, 

They only saw the drama that took place within the 
ring. 
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The cauldron boiled, the chanting ceased, the papaloi 
drew near, 

And in a flask of crystal quickly poured the liquid 
clear; 

A heavy sparkling fluid, half metallic in its sheen, 

A strong and active medicine, to make a queen a 
quean. 


Lest its effects be transient and the love-power held 
in check, 

He next prepared an amulet to wear around the neck; 

A talisman so pow’rful that no matter what you do, 

It ever will be drawing, ever closer drawing you. 


The work was done. From labor to refreshments 
they were called, 

And in the ring, the acolytes a coop of chickens 
hauled; 

And it was seen, when they were brought within the 
flick’ring light, 

That every one was black as death, save only one was 
white. 


The gaunt night-doctor took a hen and laid it on the 


floor, 
And, with a sudden motion, from the neck the head 


he tore. 

He raised it high; the spouting blood his hair made 
wet and dank, 

Then from the quiv’ring body, of the ebbing flood 
he drank. 
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The hot blood gone, the body to the waiting ones he 
cast, 

Who with their teeth the reeking flesh tore in a mad 
repast. 

Then other fowls he rent in twain, and sprinkled 
with their blood 

The devotees, who huddled low beneath the scarlet 
flood. 


The low uneasy murm’ring of the mob upon the floor 

Each moment grew, and restlessness developed more 
and more. 

At first, in rhythm with the drums, they swayed with 
movements slow, 

Then faster, ever faster, moved their bodies to and 
fro. 


The tension grew when there were passed, among the 
seated throng, 

Great jars of wine, high spiced and hot, of fragrant 
smell, and strong. 

And hearts beat fast, when louder yet the drums 
began to beat, 

Nor were they stilled, when spice and wine, increased 
the stifling heat. 


The climax now was close at hand; the fevered maids 
and men 

Grew silent when the papaloi picked up the snow 
white hen. 

The drummer, with his fingers, on the drum soft 
music made; 

All nerves grew tense, when in the light, there stepped 
a naked maid. 
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It was their queen, their mamaloi, the snake-god’s 
priestess fair, 

A pretty girl of seventeen, with red flow’rs in her 
hair. 

Her skin was white, almost as mine, though she was 
counted black, 

Her hair, so straight, and soft, and brown, hung half 
way down her back. 


The papaloi now killed the fowl and mixed its blood 
with gin, 

And to the horrid mixture slowly added cannabin. 

Then in a silver beaker to the girl he gave the drink, 

Whose properties hypnotic robbed her of the power 
to think. 


She stood before the multitude with gentiy swaying 
hips, 

Her steps so light, her eyes so bright, a smile upon 
her lips. 

A while of this; her eyes grew fixed, she then began 
to make 

With moving arms the undulating motions of a 
snake. 


The mamaloi stepped out of sight. The drumming 
grew intense. 

The agitation of the crowd increased with the 
suspense. 

From murmurs low grew shouting loud, an over- 
whelming tide, 

One single wish, one single call,—‘‘Bring out the 
snake-god’s bride.”’ 
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The acolytes brought in a rug which on the ground 
they laid, 

And underneath, quite out of sight, a kris with 
curvéd blade; 

And near the fire a silver bowl of ancient make was 
placed, 

A massive bowl, upon whose sides were occult pat- 
terns traced. 


The stage was set. The mamaloi came back into the 
den, 

And with her brought a little maid——her years were 
only ten. 

In perfect trust she followed, and upon the rug she 
knelt, 

And smiled at this play-acting. It was only joy she 
felt. 


She gazed upon the people, and she saw the cruel eyes, 

The blood-stained forms, the savage mouths, which 
smiles could not disguise; 

She saw the lustful faces, and she laid her head to rest 

Upon the velvet softness of the mamaloi’s warm 
breast. 


The snake-god's priestess ‘round the maid her slender 
arms now threw, 
And holding her against her breast, to earth the girl 


she drew. 

With arms and legs she held her, the frantic, fright- 
ened thing— 

When, like a fiend, the papaloi stepped back into the 
ring. 
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He walked up to the sacred shrine and opened wide 
the lid, 

And grasped the demon snake-god, which in the box 
was hid. 

He held it high, the squirming thing, above the 
struggling maid, 

Then down upon her body soft, the slimy god he 
laid. 


No more asleep! The snake-god seemed with knowl- 
edge all afire, 

And from the leering eyes shown out excitement and 
desire. 

About the maiden’s slender limbs it coiled its evil 
form, 

And nestled close, so close, beneath her little heart so 
warm. 


The papaloi, with groping hands, anon drew forth 
the knife, 

That blade of death, whose touch should give the 
snake-god to his wife. 

He threw himself upon the two, the white maid and 
the black, 

And with the keen-edged dagger, stabbed the latter 
in the back. 


The mamaloi’s white loveliness with crimson soon 


was stained, 
As in her arms the little child its tortured body 


strained; 
Her arms were red, her breasts were red, and when 


the struggles ceased, 
She gave the snake-god’s sacrifice unto the snake-god’s 


priest. 
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Fast in his arms he held the child, the little tortured 
soul, 

And caught her flowing life-blood in the ancient 
silver bowl; 

Then added wine and spices, till it overflowed the 
brink, 

And, after priest and priestess, gave unto the throng 
the drink. 

The tragic scene, that spell-bound long had held the 
crowd enchained, 

Was ended, and emotions could no longer be re- 
strained. 

Some took the knife that had been used the sacrifice 
to make, 


And marked themselves in strange designs in honor 
of the snake. 


And some there were who scratched their arms with 
gashes deep and wide, 

Some pulled their hair, some bit their mates in neck 
and breast and side; 

They bit their mates until their teeth had cut the 
flesh in twain, 

Yet no one gave a single moan, for no one felt the 
pain. 


And some gave vent to sighs and groans or laughter 
filled with tears, 


And some sat there with staring eyes, and some sat 
there with sneers, 


And some sat there in sullen rage, and some as in a 
trance, 


And some began to shout and sing, and some began 
to dance. 
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And each one took a glowing coal which to his side 
he pressed, 

And left an angry voodoo mark, a brand beneath 
his breast. 

The love-mad mamaloi herself into the revels threw, 

And men and maids the amorous fandango did renew. 


The wine-cup never was at rest, the shuffling feet 
ne’er stilled, 

The groinéd arches of the cave, sardonic laughter 
filled. 

The sweating, struggling, savage mob, by priest half 
hypnotized, 

With love inflamed, and mad with wine, strange 
dances improvised. 


The devil’s mill more eerie grew, and swifter than 
before, 

And each from off the other his remaining vestments 
tore. 

And smould’ring fires of passion were no longer 
checked by shame, 

But everywhere and openly blazed into raging flame. 


Sharp pain and love delirious at last their senses took, 

They stopped their song, they hushed their cries, their 
dancing they forsook. 

And driven nearly blind with drink, they o’er each 
other sprawled, 

And in and out the squirming mass, like writhing 
maggots crawled. 
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By a strange voodoo rite 

In the dead hours of night, 
By prayers to the Devil done; 
By cooking and stewing, 

A love potion brewing, 

Your love for me is won. 


For you gave me a lock of your nut-brown hair— 
I love you, white dove, you—, 

’Twas all that was needed to work out the prayer, 
To bind the charm that I must wear, 

To call the black cats, 

The owls and the rats, 

To lure from their caves the vampire bats, 

To help when the day is through. 


‘You are mine, you are mine, 

I will hold you now, 

Your soul for me is caught. 

You will love me today, 

You will love me for aye, 

You will love me after the Judgment Day, 
You will love till the charm is wrought. 


By this fearsome rite, 

You'll be mine tonight, 

Mine, your whole life through. 

While your lock of hair 

On my breast I wear, 

I'll have your love and you, 

Dear heart, I'll have your love and you. 


220 


The Three Guests 


By MARY REED ROBINSON 


Four friends were seated round my hearth 
‘Though each knew not the other. 

They came and went, each quite alone, 
Unmindful of another. 


The soul I really meant to be, 
So great and true and good, 
Departed sooner than the rest, 
And in his place there stood 


The soul my friends declare I am,— 
A stranger most to me; 

For in his shapely, comely form 
Myself I scarce can see. 


I then beheld an inflated form,— 
The soul I think I am; 

Sometimes quite fair, then shadowy, 
A mere reflection, sham. 


And then, when all serene and still 
In truth I see and know, 

The soul I really am remains 
While the others come and go. 
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1914—1918 


By HAROLD E. KEAYS 


Great God of sorrow, do you know 
The anguish in this world below, 
Since Peace has gone, her going sped 
By clash of arms in battle led? 


The mystery of life is sweet, 

The mystery of death defeat 

For all that’s human, so it seems, 

What matters it what one’s life dreams? 


For here on earth Death stalks around, 
Unsatiated and unbound, 

Carousing on the line of blood, 
Exultant o’er the endless flood. 


This struggling, troubled world of life, 
Broken and bleeding in its strife, 

For riches, fame, and for self-love, 
Can this go on with You above? 
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Birth of the Star Spangled Banner 


By ALICE MAY YOUSE 


“Only a Flag. But then you know it is our Flag, 
the Star Spangled Banner.’-—-Mion McMahon. 


I stand on hallowed ground and scan the scroll of 


yesteryear, 

Old Fort McHenry quaint the scene, by Baltimore 
held dear; 

I scarce know how I came there, a son of the golden 
west, 

But I felt the thrill American bound in my beating 
breast. 

* * * * * 


- 


A sudden change comes o’er me, from the city now I 
seem 

Transported to a dizzy height (it might have been a 
dream) : 

Beneath me a great conflict was in action, I could 
mark 

Thick banks of smoke clouds which o’erhung city 
and bay, and hark! 

Great bellowing guns now thunder loud, with echo- 
ing report, 

And see the flashes of the same, mid clouds of smoke 


disport! 

A fleet of sailing vessels, flying the British flag, 
behold! 

And now the sun is sinking in a sea of blood, and 
gold. 


But on yon fortifications from tallest staff still flies 
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Old Glory; on its topmost point my rapture-gazing 
eyes 

Salute the flag, our flag, its folds bathed in the golden 
rays 

Of the sun which, dying, blesses it as in serener days. 

And swarming now with people, housetops and hills 
appear— 

“Do not despair, she is still there, the flag we hold so 
dear, 

Kissed by the last beams of the sun,’’ triumphant 
voices cry, 

Who hail the flag to them a sign of hope hung in the 
sky. 


Lo bombardment unceasing, 
With fury increasing, 
Now threatens with annihilation the fort! 
Earth trembles, and sky, 
They rock—to the eye 
Escape seems impossible, mid the mad sport 
Of shot and of shell and loud cannon’s report! 


Phantom voices again: ‘“‘God protect and preserve! Is 
the flag still there?”’ 

Whispering, whispering, all around, 

Still in the lull of the mad battle sound, 

With never a face of sprite or man in the solemn mid- 
night air. 

Hark! cheers from the city now frantic with joy, 

As glare of the rockets with deadly employ 

Displays to the gaze that our flag is still there! 

Then, as hades itself had broke loose on the air, 

Screaming shot, hissing rocket, and fierce bursting 
shell, 

An inferno the night makes, a veritable hell! 


Pa 


In the rear of the fleet, 
On a vessel small, 
My eyes now greet 
A faint light, all 
Its glow directing me, on the deck, 
To a young man pacing to and fro. 
In agitation, he seemed to check 
Tumultuous thoughts, whose overflow 
Might be disastrous to the cause 
Dear to his heart; with occasional pause, 
He would stand as in prayer 
That our flag be still there! 
With face uplifted 
And hand upraised, 
Faith never drifted, 
God be praised! 
Meanwhile in paroxysms of rage 
And fury, the battle continued to wage 
War, each on each, furious shot and shell, 
Belching from cannon, devastating hell. 


The lines surrounding would pulsate and throb, 
And the lines across the sky would dance and 
quiver, 
As if the very angels wept with sympathetic sob, 
For the human hearts uplifted by the river. 
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Now piercing through the inky blackness of the battle 


cloud, 
Behold the dawn is breaking, while voices soft not 


loud, 
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But whispering, pleading, agonized, expectant, 
Unconscious that their solid force reflectant, 
Born on the ether waves, was bringing forth 
A nation’s anthem glorious south and north: 


“Oh! say can you see by the dawn’s early light, 
What so proudly we hailed at the twilight’s last 
gleaming, 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the 
perilous fight, 
O’er the ramparts we watched, were so gallantly 
streaming? 
Oh! say does that star spangled banner still wave 
O’er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave?” 


With faith and hope and agony depicted on his face, 

The man is leaning forward, as one eager to embrace 

His dearest heart’s beloved, our own Red, White and 
Blue, 

And lo! the quest rewarded, oh manly heart and true, 

As suddenly a shaft of light piercing the ominous 
cloud, 

Discovers the flag, a beacon of hope and joy to the 
rapturous crowd 

And him, asa supernatural light spreads over his form 
and face, 

While in a quiver of ecstasy, these lines his faint lips 
trace: 


“What is that which the breeze, o’er the towering 
steep, 


As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses? 
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Now it catches the gleam of the morning’s first beam, 
In full glory reflected now shines on the stream. 

"Tis the Star-Spangled Banner, oh, long may it wave 
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave.” 


And now tumultuous gladness moves the great crowd 
on shore 

To concentrate the joy they share, in song for ever- 
more: 

“Glory be to the Father (He knows our cause is just) 

And to the Son and Spirit! In God we place our trust 

And the Star Spangled Banner in triumph shall wave 

O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave!’’ 
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Two Things Bring Tears 


By MARY GENEVIEVE MANAHAN 


Two things bring tears unto my eyes long dry; 
Voices of little children raised in song, 

Full of sweet trust and confident of praise 

And with the latent pathos of the unknown 

That each must know though hidden from him now. 
The other is the melody of an old 

An ancient country with a heart yet young. 

I seem to sense a magic strain that gives 

A divine daring to dancing, bleeding feet 

And shivering bodies sheltering spirits warm. 

I feel the unconquerable courage of the stars 

In gnarled and knotted fingers clasped in prayer 
And faith that luminous shines from faded eyes. 
The sorrow that the child has not yet known 
And sorrow undeserved but too well known, 
These things bring tears to eyes that else were dry. 
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I. Am Burning My Shingles 


BY GRACE DONWORTH 


Burn, burn, blaze and burn, 
My solitary fire; 
Mount up from the hearthstone, 
Higher, higher! 
You are more than flame to me, 
You are song and mystery, 
Incantation, sacred rite, 
Long farewell and last goodnight, 
Immolation, funeral pyre; 
Burn, my fire! 


Through how many changing years, 
Wind and sun and rain, 

Frost and forked lightnings 
Have menaced me in vain! 


You, my shingles, sheltered me, 
You were proven friends; 
Here is recognition 
As your service ends. 


Ending, still you keep your faith, 
Still you solace me, 

All your lovely, leaping light 
Is final fealty. 


Burn, burn, blaze and burn, 
My solitary fire; 

Now, to whitened embers fall, 
Now, at last, expire! 
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Futility 


By HELEN ELBERT 


Sometimes we mortals ponder 
On the uselessness of life; 
It seems so very hopeless, 
This eternal stress and strife. 


We all have our glad times, 
Our times of luck and gain, 

And we all have our agonies, 
When we go down in pain. 


Some say it’s even balanced, 
That those who dance must pay, 
That as we sow, so shall we reap, 
It’s old but true, they say. 


And if it be, so let it be; 
For when this span is o’er, 
What matters it to a heap of dust 
The joys or pains it bore? 
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Ashes 


By ARTA L. NOTTINGHAM 


The light that burned so bravely once has sputtered 
and gone out— 
And I who kindled it am in the dark; 
Thotlessly I fanned the flame to see it glow, 
Then had to watch it die away and now there’s 
not a spark. 
Easier to move yon mountain and set it in the sea 
Than to kindle that flame again and bring you back 
to me. 
I do not wish it kindled— 
*T would only mean more pain— 
Only a fool would build a fire, 
To burn himself again. 
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Fickle Love 


By RALPH B. STALEY 


Dancing, dancing delicately 
Over a crystal cloud; 
Prancing, prancing elegantly 
Over a silver shroud; 

Sped lightly a breeze and I 
Thru the amplitude of sky. 


Swooning, swooning deliciously 
In one another’s charms; 
Spooning, spooning maliciously 
In one another’s arms; 

Kissed sweetly a breeze and I 
Right in the heart of the sky. 


Dreaming, dreaming most intently 
Of our perpetual love; 

Beaming, beaming resplendently, 
Brighter than stars above; 

Loved a blissful breeze and I 

In the softness of the sky. 


Love is ephemeral like clouds above, 
But perennial is the love of love. 


The breeze tip-toed on thru the sky 
And left me all alone to weep 

And die. But I refused to cry 

For a breeze . . . I fell off to sleep. 
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Sakuragawa 


By HERBERT H. GOWEN 


On a recent visit to Japan I was permitted to see a private 
performance of the No Dance by several pupils of the cele- 
brated Kentaro. One of these, Kaori Ikenoucht, a little girl 
of six, gave a very wonderful rendition of the “Cherry- 
blossom River Dance’’ which represents a bereaved mother 
seeking to recover the soul of her dead child, Sakura. 
(Cherry-blossom), from the river into which the petals of 
the tree are falling. JI have tried in the following verses to 
reproduce the emotions suggested by the dance. 


O little sister, the infinite sorrows of mothers 

Art seeking untimely to know? 

Why for thy bosom, O baby, the burden that 
smothers,— 

Rebellious, refusing to bow? 


For, lo, though thine eyes are unquickened, thy limbs 
are expressing 

The ancientest grief of the earth; 

Such grief, though thou knowest it not, all thy body 
confessing, 

Thou bringest to tragical birth. 


The grief that hugs hard to its heart the rose that is 
fading, 

That watches it die unconsenting,— 

The grief of the weepers for Tammuz, love’s limits 


upbraiding, 
Lamenting and ever lamenting. 
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Thy lips are close sealed, and thy white, plastered face 
no emotion 
Permits to escape for our clue, 
Yet, with instinct as old as the race, thy limbs in their 
motion 
Interpret the story anew: 


“Beauty, beauty, beauty blooming on the tree, 
Shining in the stars, distilling in the rain,— 
Beauty, beauty, beauty smiling on my knee, 

Fruit of my pain! 


Why cannot I hold thee, 
Beyond thy power to fly? 
Why not close enfold thee, 
Suffering not to die? 


Drifting, drifting, drifting, blossoms from the 
sky! 
Drifting, drifting, drifting down to torrent bed! 
Mingling with the dust and weeds, leaves all sere 
and dry,— 
Dead, all dead! 


Surely I may stay thee, 
Catch thee in my net, 
Follow and waylay thee, 
Though my sleeve be wet! 


Seeking, seeking, seeking, where the blossoms fall! 
Sweeping, sweeping, sweeping my net adown the 
tide! 
O my darling baby, art gone beyond recall, 
To love denied? 
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Why could not love bind thee, 
Though the blossoms fall? 
Why may not love find thee? 
Hear’st thou not my call? 


Weeping, weeping, weeping, homeward I must go, 

Where no love awaits me, where I weep alone! 

See, the net I trusted away from me I throw, | 
Since hope is gone. 


Yea, my net has failed me, 
Failed me yet again! 
Naught has it availed me— 
Left with naught but pain! 


Yet, little sister, I long to leave thee a story 

Of beauty undrowned in life’s stream, 

Of fragrances breathing for ever, of love with a glory 
Outshining our passionate dream. 


A story of love that escapes, though death with his 
snare 

Makes ambush to trap and to slay, 

Of love that, unconquer’ed, surrenders mortality’s 
share, 

Yet, living, goes forth on love’s way. 


I am longing to hear of this in thy mystery singing, 
Interpreting faith’s glad surmise, 
To hear through thy eloquent limbs assurances ring- 


ing 
To quicken and gladden thy eyes: 


Tee 


“Flowing, flowing, flowing, Time with ceaseless 
flow; 
Flowing, thou art welcome to our mortal part. 
Though the seasons wax and wane, thine is not to 


know 
What soothes the heart! 


Doth not love defeat thee, 
After all thy toil, 

Though our tears entreat thee, 
Envying thee thy spoil? 


Soaring, soaring, soaring far beyond thy reach; 
Far beyond, O Time, thy net, wide howe’er its 
sweep; 
Far beyond where seasons roll, waves on Time's 
sad beach, 
Where women weep! 


All my hopes out-fight thee, 
Baffling all thy skill, 
Think’st thou to affright me— 
Force'd to work thy will? 


Living, loving, moving, on from plane to plane, 
Leaving forms outworn for death to garner as he 
may; 
Dropping, as from stage to stage life yields yet 
richer grain, 
Husks by the way! 


Back I may not look 
From th’ eternal shore; 
Love, I deem’d forsook, 
Beckons on before! 
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Beauty, beauty, beauty blooming on the tree, 
Shining from the summer skies, a-smile on human 
-knee,— 
Thou art in the heart of God, at home beyond 
the sky; 
Thou shalt not die! 


Yea, e’en here I hold thee, 
Gone thy power to fly; 
In my heart I fold thee, 
Nevermore to die! 
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Inscrutable Cat* 
By GRACE BROWN PUTNAM 


Inscrutable cat 

On the fireside mat, 

With narrowed topaz eyes, 
Steeped in age-old mysteries, 
Does your racial memory stretch 
Back to Egypt? Did it etch 

On some cat brain of the past 
Hieroglyphs of splendors vast? 
Are you dreaming of a queen, 
Flame-like in her jewels’ sheen? 
Did progenitors find places 
Close to kings in mummy cases? 
Are you haughty and aloof 

As a token and a proof 

Of those days upon the Nile 
When you won a royal smile? 
Inscrutable cat 

On the fireside mat. 


*From Pasque Petals, 1929. 


238 


‘The Yellow Cat 


By IMOGEN OAKLEY 


As thus she sits aloof in conscious pride, 

Does her far-visioned and insistent gaze 

Go back through centuries to golden days, 

When in deep-shadowed temples by the side 

Of sacred Nile, her race was deified? 

And mummied cats near priests and kings, in maze 
Of royal tombs, had honored place, in praise 

Of Bast, cat-headed, furred and amber-eyed? 


Or, does her fixed and distant gaze see lands, 
Sun-scorched and shimmering ‘neath tropic skies, 
Where tawny beasts still roam the desert sands 
Monarchs of all that lives and all that dies? 
Tiger or Bast, my cat, one understands 

That pride, that glint on fur, those amber eyes. 
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Shades of Scarlet 


By GRACE BROWN PUTNAM 


Anne was a scarlet woman, 
Expatriate from birth, 

Without one urge toward sainthood,— 
Committed to the earth. 


She splashed my dull and pallid life 
With the crimson of her scorn 
And glowed in sinful beauty 
Like a poppy in the corn. 


I, though I dared not say it, 
I, where the virtuous were, 
Within the sheltered rows of corn, 
Oh, how I envied her! 


240 


The Mulatto 


By SEYMOUR G. LINK 


Because my mother thought 
That a black sin 

Was white if it was brought 
In a white skin; 


Because my father bought, 
At cost of pride, 

The lusthead that he sought 
From a black bride, 


The gods bestow on me 
A life of hate . 

The white man’s gift to see 
A nigger’s fate. 


O God, who gave me sight 
To see my lack, 

Dreams of a bitter white 
And soul of black, 


Must I forever be 
Slurred of two races? 
Must I forever see 
Kin in two faces? 


Christ, if God were white 
And Mary not . 

You'd curse the star-stung night 
You were begot! 
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The Radical 


By ELIZA WALLACE DURBIN 


Truth’s highest steep he seeks to climb, 
Nor heeds the jeers below, 

Nor cringes from the mud and slime 
Rude ignorance must throw. 

He cannot breathe the burnt-out air 
Shut in a crowded creed; 

He is God’s answer to the prayer 
Wrung out from human need: 

’’T was he who kept man men’s vision dim 
From cent’ring on grey clod, 

For eyes upturned to follow him 
At last saw past to God; 

And he unto the end shall lead 
To richer realms of soul; 

His heart may break, but hearts that bleed 
Mark trails to freedom’s goal. 

When, pointing to the last his view, 
He drops, his vigor spent, 

By blood upon the stones we threw 
We seek the way he went. 
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The Cowards’ Crime; ‘‘Vivisection’’ 
(Inscribed to The Anti-Vivisection Societies of the World) 


By LLON PENHALL REES (Mus. Bac.) 


A Dragon makes its Challenge bold, 

This loathsome Wretch, of Demon Name: 
Come, all; like sainted George of old, 

Draw Sword, and slay this Thing of Shame. 


Its Friends maintain that Cruelty 

Will teach our Doctors how to show 
To suffering Humanity, 

That they the Laws of Mercy know. 


May Wrong be done, that Good ensue? 
Does End e’er justify the Means? 

Were such false Doctrines ever true, 
On frail Support Christ’s Teaching leans! 


Says Karmic Law (not made in vain), 
“From Seed now sown, shall Harvest be.’’ 
What, then, of Good, can Mortals gain 
From tortured Beasts’ dread Agony? 


If Kindness, shown to great and small, 
The Flower of pure, unselfish Love, 
Which radiates to one and all, 
Is Knowledge born of Heaven above; 


Then, Surgeons’ Knowledge, when increased 
Through Vivisection’s evil Spell, 

(The cutting up of living Beast, ) 
Is Knowledge from the Pit of Hell! 
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How dare we make Petitions bold, 

Which ask God’s Mercy on our Ways, 
If we that Mercy still withhold 

When tortured Beasts their Protests raise? 


Rise up, ye Men of every Creed, 
For Justice, Mercy, take your Stand! 
God’s “Lesser Folk’’ your Succor need; 
Come, drive this Horror from our Land! 


Copyright, Canada, 1925. 
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Ballade of Evil Doctrine to Those of 
Good Life 


(In respectful contradiction to Maitre Francois Villon) 


By MONTGOMERY MAJOR 


God must be weary of the pious faces, 

Shiny from soap too frequently applied; 
Weary of all the hubbub from the places 

Where preachers boast complacently their pride, 
Smugly content that God is satisfied 

To let them be His voice and raise a din 
Of halleluiahs, all self-glorified. 

God must love the sinner for his sin. 


God must be weary of the holy graces 
Decking the soulful horde, half-defied 
Gossips of evil and of all disgraces. 
How He must loathe these all too sanctified 
Critics of conduct, whom may all deride! 
Each self-sufficient painted cherubin 
Who deems himself Heaven-chosen guide. 
God must love the sinner for his sin. 


God must be weary of the commonplaces 
Quoted as His divine commands, applied 
To human conduct of the many races, 
Prayers to His bounty that He may provide 
Fit profit for his prophets, all beside 
What great rewards in Paradise they win 
(Unless the Bible has unmitigatedly lied). 
God must love the sinner for his sin. 
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ENVOY 


Prince, to whom I dare these plaints confide 
In my disgust at all this sounding din, 
Say, do you in turn with me decide 
God must love the sinner for his sin? 
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To Isadora Duncan 
By MARY CATHARINE WILLIAMSON 


She stands there, silent and unaware 
Of the pillars of stone 

That might fall to bury her. 

Her arms outstretched to some 
Native god of beauty, 

Invoking the solemn spirit 

Of the ghosts that danced 

Hand in hand with the undulating 
Light, around the white, blunt pillars. 


They would not crush her fair body. 
She who lived so close to their own plan 
Of grace and harmony— 

Now she stands... 

A dauntless spirit, born too late, 
Calling upon the native gods, 

With painful ecstasy 

To take her to the solemn dead, 

And lie uncovered in the Parthenon. 
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Lines to Byron 
By WILBUR I. KLINE 


Poe was melancholy, 
Longfellow sweetly tame; 
And Landor the wisest 

To win a poet’s name. 
Shelley was a master, 

And Keats we all admire; 
Wordsworth sang of nature— 
But Byron had the fire. 

Scott and Browning stood there 
Around the hearth of fame 
Heaping coals upon it— 

But Byron was the flame. 
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Written on Hearing Rachmaninoff’s 
Punchinello 
By EDNA K. ROCERETA 


Laugh, clown! 


But underneath the laughter there’s a sigh; 

Let gladness triumph, let the sorrow die. 

Why does your heart those painted smiles belie? 
Come, Punchinello, life is just a joke 

For such as you. Cast off the heavy yoke 

Of sadness, flaunt the scarlet of the cloak 

Fate gave to you—a jester should be gay, 
Dejection should not wear such bright array. 
Laugh at the world, wipe all your tears away. 


Ah, Punchinello, bowed down in despair! 

How long since woman’s hand smoothed your 
dark hair? 

How long since sympathy lightened your care? 

Your heart is broken—love came and love's gone; 

Cut is the thread that Hope had tightly drawn; 

We mortals change, but Life goes calmly on. 

No more can laughter waken in your heart, 

Now loneliness sinks deep its poison dart— 

Put on your mask, clown, man must play his part! 


Applause rings loudly from the happy throng! 
You, with your feet in shoes three times too long; 
You, with your bright hued suit and wistful song. 
Good Punchinello, let your laughter swell, 

The people linger ‘neath the magic spell 


249 


Of all your joyousness. They cannot tell 
The burden that weighs on you heavily, 
The darkness of your soul—they only see 
Your grotesque smile, nor know its mockery. 


Laugh, clown! 
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Beethoven 
By ZAIDA PACKARD EDWARDS 


When genius wakes to rhythmic melody— 
“Ninth Symphony” or ‘‘Missa Solemnis,’’ 

Not marble shaft nor stately edifice 

Of kings shall so delight posterity: 

Shall Mars dare fence with gray monotony? 

Statues be overthrown or blue fires hiss? 

Not war's alarms nor oblivion’s kiss 

Shall ever reach thy lofty memory. 


The majesty of immortal measures 

With matchless formula didst thou compose: 
Treasured fantasy of fruitful leisures, 
Winged with human sympathy they rose; 

In cadenced form serene, subdued, or gay,— 
Thou livest still, Master of Song to sway! 
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His ’Cello 


(This poem was written in memory of a foreigner 
who died before his instrument arrived.) 


By PAULA WILHELMI 


Loved ’Cello, thou didst come too late. 

Alas, the masterhand that should have stroked 
thy strings 

And made thy form vibrate once more 

With intonations deep, shall move no more. 

Oh, rest here on the sill, so that the breeze 

May play to me such melodies 

As his hand might have played: 

So may his soul sing to my lonely aching heart. 
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Music 


By EUPHEMIA MACLEOD 


Abysmal heart of man, thou knowest not— 
Thy starry, sanctuaried past forgot— 

Thy secret self, incarnate soul profound, 

Till wakened by the flame-stringed harp of sound. 


When music murmurous, brooding, haunts thine ear, 
Or blazons trumpet-wise of shield and spear, 

Of elemental fires of love and joy and pain, 

Ah! Now dost thou thine ancient lore regain. 


For thee peal silver trumpets o’er the sea 
Where roll the thunderings of Eternity; 
For thee are riven the celestial vaults of song 
Whence flow divine delights forgotten long. 


Strange glories fill the earth and waiting skies, 
Strange shadows of prefigured things arise; 
The jaded spirit fails, by awe o’ercome— 
The vast arpeggios of space are dumb. 


Then subtly flow, melodious, silver-spun 
And goldenly, with crystal trills o’errun, 
Slow, slumberous streams that lowly joys reveal, 
The poignant passion of the soul to heal. 


And then, again, the veriest vagrant mood 
With fire-dropt, jewelled harmonies is strewed 
And soothed with melody most flower-sweet— 
O music, trailing, plashing, winging fleet! 
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What gift on man hath Heaven bestowed, that he 
Should feel the tremors of Infinity 

And hear the olden moan of mormnless night, 

The song of dawn upon the height! 


What greater boon that he should music make, 

A star to hail, a sleeping rose to wake, 

O’ershadowed hearts through moonrise fields to lead, 
The valiant, call to high noon’s burning deed! 


The Concert 


By GRACE IMOGEN DUFRY 


Soft lights, 
Soft music, 
Soft laughter. 


The young musician entered. 
Immaculate 


In black and white. 


He held his violin tenderly, lovingly, 
And bowed to the dark audience, 
But he did not 

Smile. 


Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata. 


It breathed aching beauty. 

Such beauty hurts. 

Music like that hides tears and heartaches, 
Happiness and pain. 

But above all it breathed compassion and pity, 
And hope 

That streamed like silver incense 

Upward 

To a golden God. 


The last note trembled from the violin 
Seeming to wound its 


Sensitive heart, 
And there was a tear on the master’s cheek. 
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Loud applause stung the still, vibrant air. 
A scurry for cloaks 
And wraps— 
And amid gay laughter the audience 
Departed. 
The box office read 

“All records broken.”’ 


The young musician stood 
Alone 
And read of his success. 
But his eye was bright with an unshed tear 
And he suddenly clasped his violin 
A little tighter. 
“They do not feel,’’ he murmured 
And turned away. 


A paper boy called out, 
“Great Music Genius Hailed!’ 
And offered him a paper. 


He took it and read, 
But he did not 
Smile. 
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Margaret 


By ELLA ASHTON 


She loved beauty, 
She longed to tend the stars, 
“List to the lark, 
Singing at heaven’s bars.”’ 
She swayed to beauty, 
With a joy almost a hurt, 
Life put a broom within her hand 
To sweep up dirt. 


She longed for love, 
For that ecstatic bliss 

Where heart responds to heart, 
And kiss to kiss. 

The Spinner bade her sit and spin 
At duty’s loom. 

Upon that narrow bench, for love 
There was no room. 


Still she loved life, 
Tho’ life had robbed her much. 
Each living, throbbing thing 
She thrilled to touch. 
Death called, and now her eager hands 
Crossed quietly, 
Lie still, upon a quiet breast 
From longing free. 


Rebellion 


By Mrs. STEWART MCNEY 


I’m sick and tired of eating 

Bread cast upon the waters— 

The taste of it is bitter unto my very bones; 
I’ll take my chance of fullness 

With Pharisees and rotters, 

They give to me the stalled ox 

And cease from throwing stones. 


I’m tired to death of charity 

Flung from a sense of duty; 

The thot of it stays with me and chills and 
scars and numbs 

Let me, Soul, have other penance 

In your striving after beauty. 

I’d rather starve, a vagrant, 

Than live, eating Lazarus’ crumbs. 


My soul is tight and withered 

And fastened in me useless 

Its growth was always fettered like a bud 
that’s failed to bloom— 

Only half joys and half sorrows 

Have come to me from others, 

Resentment, fear and half thanks 

Clutter up that inside Room. 


Open wide, My Soul, your flood gates, 
Let a tide come sweeping o’er me— 
A tide maybe of sorrow, of joy, or pain or bloom 
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Let me feel just once a fullness— 
No matter what its message— 
Let me share once, freely, gladly, 
Then I'll bear again my Gloom. 
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Fairy Kisses 


By BELLE DE COEUR 


Little Girl 

Have you 
a face 

Where freckles 
chase 

Themselves 
across it 

In apparent 
glee? 

Despair not! 

Each little freckle, 
Miss, 

Is a Fairy’s 
kiss. 
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‘The Kid Next Door 


By CLARA S. MCCULLEY 


The Kid next door is a quiet chap, 
Sometimes I hold him on my lap 

Till he falls asleep, then I carry him in, 
(My, but his face is white and thin!) 


The Kid has read a lot of books, 

Says fairies live in the running brooks; 

He knows what the honey bees sing all day, 
And at night he tells me what they say. 


When a lightning bug flies around the porch, 
He says it’s a wonderful fairy torch. 

Oh, the Kid next door is wise all right, 
(But I wish his face wasn’t quite so white. ) 


I'd like to see him run awhile, 
Maybe he’d lose that tired smile; 
But sitting still in a chair all day 
Isn’t going to chase the white away! 


I tell the Kid of the work I do, 

And he listens to me till I get through; 
His blue eyes shine when he looks at me, 
There’s a mist in mine that he doesn’t see. 


I know while I hark to his happy talk, 
That the Kid next door will never walk! 


O little lad, with the shining eyes, 

Who reads a sermon in brooks and skies, 

May your white soul grow like a flower sweet, 
That blooms, unbidden, at our feet! 
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What Is Friendship 


By Mary L. PEARE TAYLOR 


What is friendship? Heavenly feeling 
Sent within our hearts to dwell; 
Breathing there a sacred incense— 
Which in words and deeds doth tell. 
Links, that bind us to each other 
By a nameless faith sincere, 
Bonds, that brighten up our pathway— 
Filling life with hope and cheer. 


What is friendship? Love's attainment 
Of the noble, good, and true, 
Only souls possessed of greatness 
Can reflect its gorgeous hue. 
Sacrifice, beyond all measure, 
Patience, of a high degree, 
Confidence, that knows no weakening, 
Spanning earth, and air, and sea. 


What is friendship? Life’s best blessing, 
Riches, beyond mortal count, 
Be it found in hut or mansion, 
It can every woe surmount. 
Smiles, and tears, exchanged in earnest, 
Trust, unfettered by reserve, 
Brightest gem in earthly treasure— 
By its willingness to serve. 
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What is friendship, without question— 
Precious boon, of life, a part, 

Void indeed would be creation, 
Without friendship’s sacred art, 

May we find along life’s journey, 
Friendship’s tendrils clinging fast; 

Binding hands, and hearts together, 
Firm and true, through time to last. 
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My Little Lad of Four 


By J. T. VONBERGEN 


He came and climbed upon my knee, 
His heart was wounded sore, 

And there poured out his grief to me, 
My little lad of four. 


And then he slumbered at my breast; 
His troubles here were brief, 

For sleep-waves took him on their crest 
And ebbed away his grief. 


Why cannot I, like laddie, cast 
My grief upon the wave, 

And let the tides, unmeasured, vast, 
My wounded spirit lave? 


And yet I know that God's great gift 
Of boundless love I share, 

And only know I cannot drift 
Beyond His love and care. 


Daddy and the Boy 


By Lon A. WARNER 


“What would you be, my precious lad?” 
I asked of a curly-locked four-year-old 
As he played with his red toy engine there 
Safe from the wintry blast and cold. 
And a look of love came into his eyes 
While he ceased a moment and gazed at me, 
And I saw he knew, and I understood 
The depth of his childish simplicity — 
“T just want to be like my daddy—”’ 


“What would you do, my precious lad?”’ 
Again interrupting the boy at play, 
He had loaded his train with wonderful blocks 
And the restless engine was tugging away, 
But he stopped and smiled as a child can do, 
And dimples adorned him with roguish grace 
While quick from the heart his brief answer came 
And longing shone forth in his handsome face— 
“T just want to do like my daddy—’”’ 


“Where would you go, my precious lad?”’ 
Third time and last I detained him there, 
For childish hearts have their yearnings dear 
And dreams of the future for which they care. 
The boy so busy about his play 
Must have ambitions beyond our ken— 
And yet, from his lips I heard once more 
The words in confidence uttered then— 
“JT just want to go with my daddy—”’ 
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Back of the bright eyes is one little life— 
Sweet, tender heritage left in your care; 

Blessed the task to prepare him for strife, 
Glorious chance which is given you there— 
Do you want him to be like you, daddy? 
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A ‘Whoopee’ Song 
By JABEZ T. SUNDERLAND 
(Written by a Grandfather for His Small Grandson) 


Oh, if I lived in a great big tree, 

I’d ride on the back of a bumblebee, 

And eat a bushel of sweet honee,— 
Polly wolly, willy olly, whoop, gee, bang! 


Oh, if I were a great green frog, 

I’d wink all night on a hickory log, 

And jump ker-plunk right into a bog,— 
Polly wolly, willy olly, whoop, gee, bang! 


Oh, if my name were Jumpup Joe, 

And I had a bunyon on my toe, 

I’d grab a wasp—and let him go:— 
Polly wolly, willy olly, whoop, gee, bang! 


I wish a show would come to town, 

The animals dressed in boots and gown, 

And you the monkey and I the clown,— 
Polly wolly, willy olly, whoop, gee, bang! 


I wish we were two elephants, 

I in a dress and you in pants, 

Oh, wouldn’t we have a jolly dance ?— 
Polly wolly, willy olly, whoop, gee, bang! 


I wish I had a lion strong, 

As tall as a house and two miles long, 

I’d sing him a Yankee Doodle song,— 
Polly wolly, willy olly, whoop, gee, bang! 
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Oh, if I had a big balloon, 

I’d fan myself with a silver spoon, 

And turn a somersault over the moon,— 
Polly wolly, willy olly, whoop, gee, bang! 


Oh, if I were a kangaroo, 

With one eye pink and one eye blue, 

I’d jump a mile and swallow You! 
Polly wolly, willy olly, whoop, gee, bang! 
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I Change My Mind 


By DoROTHY ADELINE KROGMANN 


How small you look within your bed! 

I trace the curls that circle your head; 

Your eyes are now closed, pink lids cover brown, 
Fingers you have clasped to hold blanket down; 
Clasped from prayers that have been said. 


How small you seem all tucked away; 

And yet a man you were today, 

With sword in your hand, a horse at your side, 
That ran at command with battle’s great pride; 
Brave man you were, altho’ in play. 


But time will come and soon you'll be— 

The man today you played so bold; 

These curls will be gone and leave in their place, 
Coiffeur of the man, each hair in its place; — 
Success will come, and fame and gold. 


Your eyes, they too, will change, I know, 

For life will give its share of woe; 

Your laugh that rings clear, in that I will find, 
The sound of the cynic when life is less kind,— 
Showing to you the tinsel glow. 


I’d like to have you stay this way, 

And have you know but childish play; 

But then if you did, it would not seem fair, 

Far out in the world who knows, what waits there, 
To lead you in to a golden way? 
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I’ve changed my mind, dear little boy, 

I hope you grow and learn that joy 

Is born thru life’s test, and that even defeat 
Can mean happiness, for truth is complete 
And all; so grow to a man, my boy! 
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My Little Man 


By ANN WILSON 


I will lead you, little one, 
As far in life as I can; 

And smooth the rougher places some, 
To help you, little man. 


But I wonder if it is best, 
To clear the path a bit, 
Or let the little torn feet test, 
The way through gravel and grit. 


The road is long and hard and dark, 
And the tears oft dim the light; 

But faith and courage will kindle the spark, 
And bring you clean through the fight. 


And when the battle’s fought and won, 
And you're tired of weary strife, 

I hope you, too, may have a son, 
And teach him the meaning of life. 


Lines to a Little Girl 
By CHARLES A. BLAKE 


A ray of golden sunlight, 
A drop of mountain dew; 

A tint of brilliant color, 
From out the heaven’s blue. 


A bar or two of music, 
From songs an angel sings; 
A little precious promise, 
“Good tidings of good things.”’ 


An innocence, refreshing 
As sunshine after rain: 
Love’s image, His true likeness, 
These, you express, Lorraine. 
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Dear Old Dad 


By MICHAEL F. VANCODY 


Always my counsellor, always my friend, 
Always in patience his help would he lend, 

Always at hand when life’s problems I met, 
Throughout all the world my best friend yet, 

Always consistent, understanding my mould, 
Midst all my sorrows as true as gold. 


Always the first to wish me luck, 

Always the first to praise my pluck, 
Always at hand to give me a tip, 

Usually saying, “‘Keep a stiff upper lip.”’ 
Always at hand whether rain or shine 

The same old sport, this daddy of mine. 


Old age overtook him, and now under the sod, 
Lies his old body, but he’s nearer to God. 
I shall never forget him as long as I live. 
He asked of me nothing, but always did give, 
He’s the greatest hero his son ever had 
My dear old loving, kind old Dad. 
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The Holy Crib 


By BERTHA L. GIBBONS 


O sweetest Babe, our Father’s Son, 
How harsh the bed they laid Thee on! 
How harsh, and O, how bitter cold 
The frosty manger’s ancient mold, 
To hold the Maker of the Sun! 


The above was printed in the July, 1928 number of Columbia, published at 
New Haven, Conn. 
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My Mother’s Hands 


By Mary E. MOoDRICKER 


With folded hands my mother sits, 
Thinking always of other years; 

Sometimes her face is wreathed with smiles, 
Sometimes I see the tears. 


With folded hands my mother sits, 
She’s done so many lovely things; 
Now, in the sunset of her life 
She dreams of angels’ wings. 


My mother’s hands are tired now, 
She’s been so faithful and so true; 

Oh, when she crosses o’er the bar, 
Let me go with her too. 
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Dear Eyes That Shone With Kindness 


By EMILY LINSLEY 


Dear eyes that shone with kindness, 
An understanding heart, 

A love that lives forever, 
Though other loves depart. 


A smile, still unforgotten, 
Fond kiss felt through the years, 
Loved hand that soothed life’s heartaches, 
And gently calmed my fears. 


Whene’er I think of mother, 
Life loses all its stings; 

I feel through twilight greyness 
The brush of angel-wings. 
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My Mother 


By CLARA BARTON HIGGON 


She who knows life’s deepest sorrows, 
She who knows joy, in no disguise; 

She whose life is lived so bravely, 
She whose knowledge is most wise. 


Her demands of life are simple, 
Living through the years well spent; 

God, I pray Thee, guide her children, 
That her life may be content. 


Singing Mother 


By SEYMOUR G. LINK 


You did not linger with us long, 
You could but stay a day. 

You made a poem and sang a song 
And then you went away. 


You were not made of our clay, 
To tread our common sod. 

We might have known you could not stay, 
Ambassador of God! 
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Mother 


By L. LouIsE DONAHUE 


A strain of music filled the air; 

It rose and swelled till everywhere 
Its notes were heard through all the earth— 
In every home, at every hearth; 

Its praise is heard in every tongue, 
*Tis on the lips of old and young 
In lowly hut, or mansion grand, 
It’s shared alike in every land. 

And yet this song has but one word, 
More blessed than any ever heard. 
I love it more than any other— 
The dearest, sweetest name of 


M-O-T-H-E-R 
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Not My Own 


By WILLIAM WORLEY 


One day I met a mother, 
With feeble form, and slow, 
Who seemed to be another 
I knew long years ago. 


I saw this one had sorrowed 
And too soon spent her prime; 

That her face then was furrowed 
By the plowshare of time. 


Not strictly fashion-fettered, 
She yet wore clothes in style; 

I learned she was unlettered 
From hearing her awhile. 


She spoke from her own knowledge, 
Of that within her sphere; 

She had not been to college, 
Nor studied books elsewhere. 


From duty never swerving, 
Nor reaching out for pay, 

Her hands continued serving 
As in their youthful day. 


My name she chanced to mention, 
In speaking of her son; 

This called more close attention, 
And I heard her speak on: 
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She knew her sins forgiven, 
And felt her Saviour by; 

Soon she would move to Heaven, 
A place built in the sky. 


Much time she spent in praying, 
So One alone could hear; 
This came without her saying; 

Her manner showed it there. 


She wore a look of meekness, 
And spoke in pleasant tone; 

I knew, in mental weakness, 
This mother was my own. 


For me the birds were singing, 
The flowers I could see; 

While in my heart were ringing 
Joybells that used to be. 


I fancied her my mother, 
Until my joyful shout 

Disclosed she was another, 
And my day-dream was out. 


Long since, my own departed, 
And I have known the pain; 

But I shall be glad-hearted 
When we two meet again. 


281 


When Friend Meets Friend 


By BROWNLOW HOPPER 


We love the scene when friend meets friend; 
The quickened step, the friendly gaze, 

The proffered hand, the heart ablaze; 

No vicious plot, all ills forgot 

When friend meets friend. 


Past scenes return, when friend meets friend. 
Perhaps a day has passed, or more, 

Perhaps a year, mayhap a score; 

Years mean for nought—-past scene’s the thought 
When friend meets friend. 


How fleet the time when friend meets friend. 
A social chat, an hour or so, 

A chore deferred, the sun sinks low. 

The day is done ere it’s begun 

When friend meets friend. 


Life is revealed when friend meets friend: 
The things we hold to self most dear 
We must confide to trusted ear. 

One joy, one fear, one common tear 
When friend meets friend. 
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Toa Friend 


By VERDA L. COOK-WRIGHT 


Face to face with smiling lips 

As hour after hour slips, 

Oft we sit in friendship’s glow 
While all too brief the moments go. 


Like the dew on flowers and trees, 
Or like soft, sweet melodies 

My fond heart goes out to you, 
Friend of mine, so tried and true. 


If the day seems dark and gray 
Every shadow’s swept away, 
When I see your smiling face, 
With its beauty and its grace. 


For dearer far than jewels old 
Fashioned out of purest gold, 

I prize your friendship true and sweet, 
And lay this offering at your feet. 
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A Request 


By LETITIA WING-MURPHY 


For, whatever, O Fate, you are planning to send, 
I will ask, first of all, that you grant me a friend. 
If you grant me a friend and then give me a blow, 
With the help of my friend I can bear it, I know. 
If I’ve only a friend, young at heart I will stay 
Tho’ my beauty be gone, and I grow old and grey. 
Yes, the world can go by and can leave me alone, 
For the love of a friend for neglect will atone. 


For my health I may lose and my dollars I'll spend, 
Yet, in spite of all that, I can still have a friend; 
Tho’ my wisdom may vanish, my plans all go wrong, 
If I’ve only a friend I can still get along. 

If I’ve only a friend and I live in a cave 

I will really have more than the man with a slave. 
For my name I may lose,—be in trouble or shame, 
And my friend, as you know, will be true just the 

same. 


So, O Fate, if you only will just do your part, 

I will cherish that friend in my mind and my heart, 
And go smiling and happy right up to the end 

Of whatever my fate; for the sake of that friend. 

If you grant my request tho’ I live on an isle 

I will truly have more than a man with his “‘pile.’’ 
And for such a great favor, I will thank you no end, 
For no money can buy the good will of a FRIEND. 
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Love 
Miss FLORENCE HAY ROUND 


The greatest gift upon this earth is love, 

The affinity of God: 

The eternal tie which binds the home: 

That which makes the elements of Nature more 
beautiful. 

The flowers which bloom, 

The birds that sing, 

The gay laughter of cheerful boys and girls. 

All elements of Nature 

Free to those who seek it 

Love the eternal symbol of humanity. 
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‘Treasures 
By CLAYTON LESLIE BIGBIE 


I went into my garden, 
A spot I thought was bare; 
And there among the grasses, 
I found a treasure rare. 
It was a pretty rosebud, 
So very, very new; 
Its beauty and its sweetness 
Adorned with drops of dew. 


I plucked it from the rose bush, 
Out there ‘neath skies of blue. 
Dear, because of its sweetness 
I bring it now to you. 
Plucked from my own old garden, 
The garden that seemed so bare— 
An old deserted garden 
Graced by a rosebud fair. 


Oh, you are as the rose, dear, 
Found in the garden bare— 
So pure, so sweet and tender, 

I found you growing there. 
And ah, my love, I plucked you 
From out this world so fair; 

I took you for my own, dear, 
You are my treasure rare. 
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Reverie 
(A Twilight Memory) 


By RUTH FLORENCE 


There’s a girdle of gold in the sky, Laddie 
And the sun’s far out in the West; 

It’s that twilight hour ‘fore dusk, Laddie 
The hour we both loved best. 


I’m waiting ‘neath the window, Laddie 
For your loved step on the walk; 
I’m waiting and I’m thinking, Laddie 

Thinking I hear you—talk. 


The girdle of gold is aflame, Laddie 
As you hold me close to your breast; 
You whisper again—‘‘I love you dearest 
In all the world—the best.” 


The girdle of gold is now gray, Laddie 
And the sun no longer I see; 

’Twas only a twilight mem’ry, Laddie 
That brought you—back to me. 


Warning 
By WILBUR I. KLINE 


My lad, you have a pretty lass, 
And fair of face and form— 

But I have had a better lass 
Ere lads like you were born. 


Then careful, lad, hold fast your heart 
And think not she’s so true, 

For sweeter maids than she were false 
To wiser lads than you. 
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Witch Woman 


By WILBuR I. KLINE 


Old Zaga, the witch woman 
Told me I soon would die, 

She said a wicked lady 
Would slay me by and by. 


She would not use strong poison, 
Nor dagger, sword, nor lance, 

But she would teach the maiden 
To slay me with a glance. 


I told the old witch Zaga, 
The best, and yes, the worst 

Of men who die from loving 
Must slay the slayer first. 
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A Pot of Basil 


By HELEN LITTLE MOOREHEAD 


Pray what have you done, may I ask, 
That I should love you so? 

You've taken all things for your task, 
Though this you do not know. 


You've planted my heart deep in earth, 
In a gaily painted pot, 

Well nurtured by your joy and mirth, 
Your sunshine and what not. 


Will this in some enchanted hour, 

Do you know,—Oh, can you tell— 
Bloom as a scarlet petaled flower 

Or pure white lily-bell? 
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Dark of the Moon 


By LUcILE F. MORGAN 


My heart is as cold as the dark of the moon, 
Long crushed by the stillness of space, 
And the sullen horror of having 
A numb and crater-pocked face. 


My heart, like the icy dark of the moon, 
Peers, jealous-eyed, to the night 

And sees the happy dancing stars 
Blessing the planets with light. 


Softly it echoes the moan of the moon, 
Yearns to gleam like a star, 

Could it, like the moon, catch the light of a sun 
And be worshiped from afar? 
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The Lost Inspiration 
By ELMER ELLSWORTH FORD 


After she went away to live for the summer 
Where the roses bloom and fields are damp with 
dew, 
The poet thought that at last he had forgotten, 
His dreams of her he felt could not come true. 


But still her thoughts strayed into some of his verses 
To make them a little finer than the rest, 

And no one knew at all of the inspiration, 
Yet felt somehow it must have been his best. 


For after there was no answer to his letters 
He found again the dreams he thought were lost; 
(Only the wounded heart finds beauty in silence) 
Only a wounded heart knows what dreams cost. 
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Vahdah 


(Indian dancer ) 
By MAURICE ZIMMERMAN 


Enchantress sweet, 
Whose orbs gaze into depths divine 
And glitter into starry space like diadems— 


These gentle lips tempt evermore. 
I pray thy fashioned hands’ 

And tender fingers’ sweet caress; 
Soothe all my cares away, 

With tunes of native sounds 

That linger in my ear. With dance 
Your soul reveal— 

Give rise to pleasant harmony— 
And bid me stay awhile, my little gypsy— 
Who, like the air of magic skies 

So softly soothing, 

Yearns for thy mystic charm. 


A weary traveler, with love’s mission unfulfilled, 
Bids entrance to the innermost chamber of your heart, 
To fathom jewels so precious—rare—sublime; 

Yet, for a while, I must not linger. 

Whence, from your hearth, I bade farewell, 

Each star sighed; at each faltering pace, 

A heart yearned for its soul’s return. 


When all is silent death, and once alone— 
Beneath a canopy of starry night, 

I venture forth, upon an endless quest, 

In silent prayer; while guardian angels 
Watch you gently sleep, 

Ere labors reach, thy sweet soul’s destiny. 
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The Woman in Red 
By Mrs. CLARA TULL MARTIN 


She moved as flame in the crowd that day 
In her gown of red; 

None dreamed that in her breast there lay 
A heart cold—dead. 


She laughed and talked with the crowd that day, 
Her smile was bright; 

None dreamed that within her soul there lay 
Darkness—black night. 


They met once more in the crowd that day, 
Ah, cruel fate, 

After the silence of the long sad years 
To meet—too late. 
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‘The Lorelei 


By ANNYE ALLISON 


The Lorelei calls from her coral walls 

Beneath the waters, deep: 
“Oh, come with me o’er the shining sea 

Where I, still, my vigil keep. 

The moon has spread o’er the ocean bed, 
A pathway of silver light, 

Then come with me o’er the moonlit sea 
And rest in my arms tonight. 

My age-old spell you shall feel full well 
As I call to you from afar, 

Then come with me o’er the shining sea 
And follow my guiding star. 

You shall rest tonight in my palace, bright, 
Where the moonbeams lie asleep, 

And pillow your head on the ocean’s bed 
While the stars their vigil keep. 

With my hair’s bright strands I shall bind your 

hands 

And fasten them with a star, 

While the seagull’s cry, for a lullabye, 
Is borne to us from afar. 

You shall go no more to the restless shore, 
Your sleep shall be long and light; 

Then follow me o’er the moonlit sea 
And rest in my arms tonight.”’ 
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Streets 
O HER 


oe 
TO WHOM ALL STREETS MUST SOMETIME LEAD 


TO MAGDALEN 


By REv. EDWARD LODGE CURRAN, PH.D. 


I used to wonder why the streets 
Ran all around the town, 

Skipping by the market place, 
Over hill and down. 


I used to wonder why they smiled 
At every lamplight’s glow, 

Growing white with loveliness, 
Beneath the winter’s snow. 


I used to wonder why they twisted 
In and round about; 

Thinking just the other day, 
I found the secret out. 


I used to wonder why I dreamed 

Of streets the whole night through: 
Loving them is just because 

They bring me home to you. 
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Summer Squall 
By A. Fox 


Not like a storm 

That troubles the deep 

Did you come; 

But like a squall 

You overwhelmed me; 

A disturbing presence 
Leaving a tender commotion 
In its wake. 

Like an ocean stream, 

That has known the might of hurricanes 
Now in the grip of a storm 
That sweeps the quiet waters, 
Like that stream 

Unmoved by the storm 

Is my love for you. 
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To a Girl Who Loves 


By GILBERT POWELL RICE 


I know the truth, fair one, 
Whose eyes caress and agonize. 

I know that somewhere beneath yon opal sun, 
Is he whose beauty lights your eyes. 


I know who keeps your heart, 
And leads it on to a boundless quest, 
A reddened thing of passion—thing apart, 
From life’s dull weariness. 


To you that man can do no wrong, 
His life is but an echo of your own. 

The two of you chant gaily passion’s song, 
There in the fastness, all alone. 


Here is logic and wisdom true 
For you, O trusting one. 

Love never makes the grey skies blue, 
Nor tells a lover to begone. 


For lovers’ ways are the oldest ways 
Of men who dwell herein. 

Passion speeds ere the dearest days 
Come to delight you within. 


Love is a curtain, cobweb thin, 

That will pierce at the slightest thrust, 
A sonata of passion from within, 

The core of which is trust. 
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Kinship 


By M. ARLENE OBERSON 


I don’t care what folks has named yuh, 
Or what creed yer stickin’ to; 

You're my friend since first I seen yuh 
Lookin’ skyward at the blue. 


How yuh b’lieve don’t make no diff’ rence, 
When yuh love the golden moon; 
And fer sea-gulls show a rev’ rence 
As they circle my sand-dune. 


Kin yuh are of my lone spirit, 
Clingin’ like a tendril frail, 

Seekin’ in my love a respite 
From the city’s noisy pale. 


Take my hand and we'll togetha’ 
Roam through honeysuckle bloom, 

Sippin’ of the wild rose necta’, 
Prayin’ in the starlit gloom. 
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Continuity 
By NAN ROADS 


Come on along and take a stroll, 
And young again we'll be, 

We'll leave all make-believe at home, 
And take just you and me. 


We'll take each other by the hand, 
We'll laugh and sing and talk, 

We'll wade across the little brook, 
And run and dance and walk. 


We'll sit beside the huge oak tree, 
And gaze into its top, 

We'll catch a butterfly or two, 
And watch the green toads hop. 


We'll pick some yellow buttercups, 
And make a daisy chain, 

We'll know each other’s very thoughts, 
And learn to live again. 


We'll listen for the music, 
Of the crickets in the grass, 

And the four-o’clock will tell us, 
How the time doth swiftly pass. 


We'll turn time back to yesterday, 
And we'll see if we can’t be, 

The you that used to live and love, 
And the I that used to be. 
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‘Thus 


By JERRY CLASON 


I was content with love beyond desire 
Until at last, you knew and came; 
Without fear, without stirring .. . 
I felt my heart a core of burning flame. 


I marveled at the glow: 
Luminous as the light of any star 
That burns the flesh of tranquil night: 
Yet you brought not peace, but a flaming scar. 
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Woman 


By STEPHEN M. JOHNSTON 


Where shall we go? Where rest this coming night? 
John quickly turned toward Christ, his eyes alight 
With eager love. A sunbeam piercing through 
The golden-purple clouds to bid adieu, 

Lit up the Master’s grave, yet gentle face. 

Then Peter spoke: ‘“There’s one, a single place!”’ 
Christ smiled, ‘“Yes, one. But that abode is blest! 
At Mary’s home and Martha’s, tonight, we rest.” 


A pall of gloom hung dark o’er Calvary, 

The trembling earth, aghast, was forced to see 
Sharp outlined there against the murky sky, 

Her outraged God in cruel anguish die! 

Some women lingered near the bloody cross, 
Their hearts bereaved. In this their bitter loss, 
They stood with John, all eager to atone, 

And but for them, Christ, friendless, hung alone. 


Scarce had the first sweet kiss of virgin dawn 

Caused maiden skies to blush to rosy morn, 

Ere women hurried, taking spice and balm; 

Tho worn and sad, their souls were strangely calm, 
For deathless faith nerved well their woman’s heart; 
Tho others might, from Christ they’d ne’er depart! 
Long years have fled since that first Easter morn 
When Christ, unmarked by bloody scourge or thorn, 
Spoke peace to trusting hearts and said: ‘‘Go tell 
The others, Peter, indeed, My cause is well!’ 
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The years have fled: His gentle voice speaks still 

To those who’ve hearts to trust and strength to will! 
The love that filled those women long ago 

Has never died. It lives on here below. 

The Church caught up its spirit ever blest 

And made of it a rare and rich bequest. 

The Christ, all red with wounds and white in death 
Inspired her heart: She breathed a mother’s breath. 
Her children form a virgin-martyr band 

Who follow Christ and do His each command. 
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Did I Dream? 


By MILLICENT H. VELHAGEN 


Did I dream you held me once 
More than dear? 

Did I dream my slightest wish 
Kept you near? 

Dreamed those scented nights, and dark, 
Wildly sweet, 

Holding love, warm, passion-robed, 
And complete? 


Yes,—we'll say—lI dreamed a dream 
So entire, 

Fashioned it of moonlight, music, 
Fragrance, fire. 

Even calm minds, quiet ones, 
And alert, 

Dream their dreams of memory,— 
Wakings hurt! 
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Adieu 


By MAUDE WILLIAMS WILLCOX 


Give me one kiss to keep, 
All through the empty years, 
Remembrance to creep, 
Into my bitter tears. 
Really? 


Take me once to your heart, 
You go, love comes—no more. 
Fate says that we must part, 
You go, we meet no more. 
Do we? 


Hold me once in your arms, 
You go, love comes—no more. 
Keep me safe from all harms, 
You go, love comes—no more. 
For the present. 
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I Give a Rose to You 
By ALMINA M. MAcy 


Wishing to give you a flower, 

I searched my garden, all through and through 
Wishing to find one of unsurpassed value— 

One that would quell the care of the day, 

And penetrate splendor through the livid darkness— 
Brightening each pathway, all through. 


I wandered far into the shadows of the evening— 
Seeking the place where they grew; 

And I found the most cherished treasure was waiting— 
In the rose that I give to you. 


Memory of the giver may fade, with the petals— 
And be wafted where evening wind blows, 

I trust you will never forget; 

The fragrance ever lives 

In the rose that I gave to you. 
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Love Is But a Bubble 


(With apologies to N. V. Lindsay) 
By JOHN W. BOLDYREFF 


““Why do you speak of love, 

And marriage of hearts? 
Pray for a mate above— 

Then buy upon the marts?”’ 

“Nay, love is but a bubble, 

Troth is a butterfly, 
Faith is a silly gabble, 

Heart is the home of lie. 
Ever constant lover, 

Loyal and faithful wife, 
Stalks of four-leaf clover 

In our wide world of life. 
Surging whim of folly, 

A rose without a thorn, 
Purest love and holy, 

Dream that never was born. 
The heart is sick of trouble, 

Wherefore to sigh and pine?— 
The love is but a bubble, 

A foolish dream of mine.”’ 
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O Let Me Linger 
By W. H. TOURJEE 


Must I away and leave thee, dear, 
Because the hour is late? 

O let me linger yet awhile! 
The owl’s still with his mate. 


The crickets sing upon the hearth 
A gladsome roundelay; 

Nor care they what the hour may be, 
Just so it is not day. 
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A Wall of Stone 


By THELMA E. NORTHCUTT 


A wall of stone, staunch, unchallenged,— 

A rugged oak, sturdy, unyielding, 

But no pain; no wasted hours, 

No bitterness, no sorrow, no cares— 

Man; God’s creation—a damnable curse 

Crushing beauty and beauty’s inmost self 

Under his gross foot— 

And woman loves and gives—and dies— 
Grieving! 
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Gifts 


By EMMA M. DOANE 


God gives unto His children a diversity of gifts: 
To some He gives the power of song, that lifts 
The soul enraptured! Thrilled, 

We listen till the last faint echo of the song 

Is stilled. 

Up and up the silvery notes have flown, 

Folding their wings at last, before God’s throne. 


To others He has given the power of speech— 
A “‘silver tongue’ with which they reach 

The multitude— 

Swaying them at will 

With wondrous tales that thrill!— 

Tales of human hopes, and joys, and fears: 
Moving them to laughter, or to tears. 


Again, to others He has given the power 
To see the fairy hiding in the flower. 
Mingled with the bee’s low hum, they hear 
Honeyed words not meant for human ear. 
A dewdrop, newly fallen from the skies, 
Becomes a gleaming diamond. In their eyes 
The mountain peaks are girt with majesty. 
The river sings its way unto the sea. 


And then there is the gift of artistry— 
A truly wondrous gift! and blest is he 
To whom is given the power to portray 
A gorgeous sunset at the close of day. 
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A woodland scene. Moonlight on ocean wide. 
A noble ship a-sailing with the tide. 

To artist true, the brush within his hand 
Becomes a magic wand, at his command! 


God gives unto His children a diversity of gifts: 
It may be iust a loving heart, that lifts 

Unto its Maker every morn 

A prayer of thanks for each new day that’s born! 
To those to whom He gives a loving heart, 

I can but think He gives the better part! 

For, greater than the gift of tongue, or pen, 
Is loving kindness toward one’s fellow men! 
Ah! rich is he who claims this better part— 
This greatest gift of all—a loving heart! 


Your Golden Wedding 


By ETHEL HUNT THEIS 


Fifty pearls I send you, 

Strung with a fine, strong thread. 
The pearls are the years you knew, 
Life is that golden thread. 


Strung with infinite care, 
Ever to endure, 

Pearls of patience rare, 

And sorrow’s pearls so pure. 


And love and faith and kindness, 

All these pearls are here, 

Clasped with the untarnished brightness 
Of memories so dear. 
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Love’s Throne 
(The Little Brown Rocker) 
By MILTON C. DOTTEN 


’Tis a little brown rocker where love sits enthroned 
As we chatter our small talk by love all intoned; 
The throne-room is palatial with love’s atmosphere 
For the Queen, with her crown on, I always find here. 


I also have place in that room of the throne, 

But I’m never so happy to sit there alone; 

The splendor seems faded when the Queen is not 
there, 

The Queen, sweet and calm, in her little brown chair. 


If the time ever comes when we have more of riches 
And perhaps less demand for the Queen’s busy stitches, 
I wonder, I wonder if in the world elsewhere 

I shall find like enchantment in a little old chair? 
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My Garden of Memories 


By S. JOAN DZIADOSZ 


In my memory garden I find 

A bleeding heart, some roses,— 

The branches with thorns entwined; 
While lingering o’er the path 

I tread, 

Memories return. 

A future without you—I dread, 
Recalling the time, the beautiful hours, 
When day, turning into night,— 
The stars peeping out, 

Vivid and bright,— 

You doubted my word, 

While I vowed I did not care, 

And you left me standing alone, 
Before I was of your departure aware. 
And now my garden is filled 

With roses and evergreen trees. 
Always at dusk their fragrance 
Lingers among the leaves. 

There your return 

I shall await, 

My full heart to reveal, 

Where once among the roses 

I tried 

My love to conceal. 
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Drifting Petals 


By MARCIA NEY CATHER 


In the violet dawn 
Odorous cedars shelter the fawn. 


Life is a regretting— 
And a forgetting. 


In the rose-kissed dawn— 
The rose-flushed dawn— 
Life seemed so sweet. 
Among cypress and fir, 
Yew, cedar, sky-reaching, 
Arching to greet; 

Rolling hills and stars were 
Eternally teaching. 


Rows of cedar and of yew 
Tempted a passage through 
To ride, swift as the wind, 
On some far quest, and send 
Challenge to hunter’s horn 
In the early morn. 


Forth from the mist you came 
A spirit of light and flame. 


Oh, velvet dawn, 
Life’s rose petals fragrant— 
Each hour a vagrant. 


Blood flowing, leaping; 
Blood coursing—creeping— 
Life blood as keen blades 
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Flash. Over the glades 
The sunset fades— 

So fades life’s splendor. 
Mocking, yet tender 
As memory. 


Where cedars sheltered the fawn, 
Among yews and cypresses, 
Age-old shadows are falling, 
And, as the misty dawn 

Sighs, faintly caresses, 

Spirit voices are calling. 


Blow, wind—oh, musical horn, 
Echo, and bring to me 

Odors of the thistle dawn 

And a young world’s virgin morn— 
Birds cooing, sweet and free. 


In the crystal dawn 
We meet eternally. 
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My Service 
BY FRED W. PARNELL 


I seek and find. 
I comfort and cheer. 
Those crushed in spirit 
I serve without fear. 


Without flesh or bone, 
I am strength. I live 

Where desire has ceased 
New life I give. 


Without body or form, 
Nor person or thing 

I come as a myth, 
Happiness to bring. 


Forever and ever 

I come from God above. 
I am happiness itself, 

For I am love. 
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Objectives 
By EDWIN L. JOHNSON 


The plant that ne’er has blown may be 
The stunted scion of a tree; 

Perhaps it is a lovely rose, 

A leek or lily—no one knows. 


The blossom is the crown of life, 
The symbol of fulfilled desire. 

Who goes through life without a crown 
Is but a smoke without a fire. 


A selfish life is death indeed, 
For love and faith in life repose. 
The heart within a lowly weed 
Outshines the brilliance of a rose. 


The modest moss protects the seed 
That grows into a mighty oak; 

The hated serf who toils in rags 
Provides the king a royal cloak. 


"Tis but a matter of degrees 
"Twixt you and me and yonder clay, 
But what we learn within life’s span 
Will bring us darkness, or the day. 
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An Eventide 


By LUDOvIc ARTHUR AMELOTTE 


One eventide, when skies were blue 
And twinkling stars cast silv’ry light 
Faintly down on the earth below, 

I listened to the small birds coo,— 
Deep, in the darkness—out of sight,— 
While making love—so soft and low. 


I spoke to the night, as though to croon,— 
Naught could be seen, in veils obscure. 
Alas! But silence did respond; 

While o’er the hillcrests rolled the moon, 
Resplendent,—pouring Romance’s lure 
That lovers quaff—that seals their bond. 


Then, yea, methought the rising air 

Did whisper confusédly to me 

Some mystic notes through heavens clear; 
Those of a youthful maiden fair, 
Murm’ring her soul in the sleeping lea,— 
Calling that none but I might hear! 


I heard it plainly call to me 

My lovely maiden’s voice, that eve; 
The dribble close her image shone, 
And there, I saw her, Rosalie! 

A vision wondrous to perceive 
Was Rosalie, and she—alone! 


The leaves above rustled their song; 
The stream below in cascades flowed, 
Revealed through brush by the rays from the skies, 
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Melodious concerts came drifting along, 
Across the lands we had recently sowed, 
And the meadows filled with leaping cries. 


Side by side we strolled down the lane, 
Dwelling on Nature’s nutant dome, 

Where starlets winked and shifted place. 

We found our souls, and, once again, 

As the mellow beams laid bare the tome— 

Of Love—there vanished the world and its trace. 
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Legacy 


By ELLEN S. FIELD 


Cruel death 
To take you away 
When I loved you most. 


A bit of your soul 
In its parting flight 
Crept into mine 
And unveiled 


The sunlit beauty 
You found here. 


ey All 


En Rapport 


By HELEN TRAFFORD MOORE 


Alone—when all this beauty burns around me? 
Alone—with hills whose wisdom centuries old 
Speaks to my soul a message from the ages 
When this warm, pulsing earth was shapeless, 
cold? 


Alone—when in the west the sun is painting 
Upon the sky its challenge ever new 

Of magic, and in tints too rare for artists 
Writes out God’s glory in each fiery hue? 


Alone—with trees whose branches stretch above me 
Like giant arms enfolding joy and tears, 

That grasp within their tendrils truth and beauty— 
The garnered store of Nature’s countless years? 


Alone—when from some lowly house the hearth fire 
Sends up its blackened smoke-screen to the sky? 
Who dwells within? What joys, what fears, what 

sorrows 
About that lonely cottage hearth may lie? 


Alone—O God! when every rut and furrow 
That mark this rustic roadway’s worn track 

Cry out of those whose names and cares I know not, 
But whose immortal souls to Thee go back? 
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Is ‘here Some Happy Day? 


By MARTHA A. KIDDER 


Is there some happy day 
That Fate is forming now for you and me, 
When we together, dear, at last shall be, 
Sweet words of love to say? 
And we shall roam beneath the sunny skies 
In some enchanted land that near us lies. 


Is there some happy day 
That Time is saving, dear, for you and me, 
Who far from pain and grief at last shall flee, 
Together live alway? 
Though shadows darken now upon our path 
No longer need we fear the tempest’s wrath, 


Is there some happy day 
That Fate is weaving, dear, for you and me, 
The colors gleaming in the tapestry, 
Though lonely now we stray? 
Together we at last shall find the charm 
Of love so strong to shield us from all harm. 


Is there some happy day 
That Time has seized from Death for you and 
me, 
Or do we dream of what can never be? 
No, from the madding fray 
Of life we hail a day of hope that cheers 
And turn together, Love, to face the years! 
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Afterwards 
By MILDRED TIGER 


The wind blows cold 
Where once we lay 
Wrapped in the drowsy 

Smell of hay. 


Rain falls now; 

Rain will fade 
Dusty prints 

Our feet have made. 


Ice has taken 
Away, will keep 
The long sweet summer 
Of our sleep. 


And Silence comes 
With darkened skies 

To speed the day 
Before it dies: 


Because love grew 
Tn-us 160 fasten. 

There was no way 
To make it last. 
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Journey’s End 


By FLORENCE CALDWELL McCurRDY 


I know an orchard on a wind-swept hill 

Where, in the Spring, the fairy blossoms nod, 
And turn their smiling faces up to God: 

With generous grace, their perfume sweet they spill 
Into the balmy air, till, far, and wide, 

Echoes the message of the countryside! 


And, flaming gold, on every hill and dell, 
Forsythia casts its radiant sunlight spell: 

So young and frail, the plumes of willow trees 
Sway gently, in the fragrant April breeze: — 
And tiny leaves of tender vibrant green 

Creep from the boughs, so naked, yestere’en! 


I know a woodland trail, which upward bends 
Into the mystic hills, where, in the Spring, 

The frail arbutus strays, and violets fling 

Their purple carpet, till fair April ends; 

And birds, with happy hearts their prans sing— 
Eternal benisons to new-born Spring! 


Must joyous beauty be—and you not here, 
Who all fair nature love? Nay, ever near, 

I feel your presence, with the birds’ sweet song; 
And, as I swing the forest trails along, 

A song is in my heart; for, at the bend, 

I know I'll find you waiting, in the end! 
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The Crystal Gazer 


By LOUISE BURTON LAIDLAW 


We know not how we prosper after death; 
Or if love be eternal in the skies: — 

Perhaps we but dissolve with our last breath, 
Yet now, I think, could I but claim your eyes 
And gaze into their lucid crystal, why, 
There I might find our immortality. 
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Only the Master Knows 
By ANNIE M. DEBOER 


“He travels the fastest who travels alone’’— 

Behold him at dawn of day, 

With face turned toward the purple hills, 
Already far on his way. 

Before him gleams the goal of his hopes, 
The Mecca of his desire, 

His heart is thrilled with the joy of the quest, 
His steed climbs higher and higher, 

Up to the crest of the sunrise hills, 
Where, outlined against the light, 

He pauses a moment as in farewell, 
Then vanishes from our sight. 


He travels the fastest who travels alone, 
But he brings no sheaves, no grain; 

His hand has not lightened a brother’s load, 
Or soothed a heart in pain. 

Better to travel the winding road 
And linger awhile by the way; 

Better to live and love and hope, 
And do what God bids us today. 

For all must come to their journey’s end 
Ere the gates of Nirvana shall close, 

And whether a soul is early or late, 
Only the Master knows. 
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Ambition 
By J. GORDON FORSHNER 


As I sit before the hearth-fire idly dreaming, 
My thoughts flit to and fro, like the flames, 
As they flicker in fantastic forms of yellow; 
Flare brightly and then slowly die away! 


An analogy to life is left behind them— 
As we grow Ambition grows within us; 
Mayhap we, as do the flames of fire, 

Flicker forth in blazing flames of glory; 
But soon our glory fades—and we are dead! 


But, just as fuel is useless without burning, 
So, too, are lives not lived as God intends; 
Ambition is a gift which He has given, 

To live unto the full while here on earth; 
And when the soul finds its rest in Heaven, 
Then will Ambition give that Soul re-birth! 
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Riches 


By MATILDA BURDA 


Bountiful riches God gave to man 

When at the inception He laid down His plan. 
Like a garden from chaos the universe grew, 
Unfolding its wealth like a rose. God knew. 


For man He created a glorious earth 
With all of its riches yet to give birth. 
Where is the man who cannot sing praise 
To God Almighty, the Eternal of days! 
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Creators 
By JACOB LISHCHINER 


The Maker fashioned forms 
Of earth and dust; 

Then breathed upon them 
And the forms took life. 


The Maker’s forms, in turn 
Created colossi of stone; 

Then breathed upon them 
And they lived in fixed rigidity. 


The Maker’s forms 

Soon faded, drooped and died; 
In death lost individuality, 
Cognizability and form. 


The stone creations 

Long outlived their makers; 
They now grace 

Their creators’ earthly remains. 


Of the two, 

Which was the creator? 
If both were, 

Which was the greater? 


Jesus and Siddartha 


By Guy BOGART 


One from the manger and one from the palace came; 
Their goal the same. 

Their search only to find 

Liberation for mankind. 

One only solvent— 

Love. 


And one died young and one lived long; 
Yet sang the selfsame song: 

One only hope in 

Love. 


One died on the cross and one in peace, 
Yet each found refuge and surcease 

In living the truth of 

Love. 


Spires and domes and priests and creeds 
Obscure their message for human needs 
And divert the stream of 

Love. 


Yet the truth of the Christ 

And the truth of the Buddha 

Is stronger than bricks and stones, 

And greater far than sacraments and robes. 


One from the manger and one from the palace came 
When the world had need; 

And the message today’s the same 

As living saviors sow the seed of 

Love. 
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Crosses 
By ETHEL RUNYON KNOTT 


I saw a hundred crosses on the hill, 

Marking the places where God’s children rest; 
And, as they stood there in the setting sun, 

A wondrous radiance softly touched each one, 
And all the sadness suddenly was blest. 


Thus, all along our pilgrim road they wait— 
Grim crosses that leave shoulders tired and bent, 
Teaching their lessons to our aching hearts, 
But, as our sun sinks low, its flame imparts 
Unto each cross a glory Heaven-sent. 


By permission of ‘‘The Living Church,”” 1801 Fond du Lac Avenue, Mil- 
waukee, Wis. 
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God, the Stars and I 


By JABEZ T. SUNDERLAND 


‘The stars shine over the earth, 
The stars shine over the sea; 

The stars look up to the Mighty God. 
The stars look down on me. 

The stars will live for a million years, 
For a million years and a day; 

But God and I shall live and love 
When the stars have passed away. 
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Prelude 


(A Song of Creation) 
By NILEs B. NORMAN 


Before the creation of matter 

And the advent of life in its 

Varied forms, before the hills 

And mountains bosomed the 

Fir and hemlock, and the weary rivers 
Rolled down their sediments into the 
Sea . . . before time . 

The spirit of God sat brooding 
Dove-like upon the stool of eternity. 
The stygian hues of chaos rolled 

At His feet, as He dreamed in His 
Bed-chamber of eternity . . . yet 

He hastened not, nor slumbered in 
His dreaming; for there was no night 
Pursuing the day, no sabbath to hallow. 
. . . And His plans must be 

Perfect, His laws exact, His purpose 
In accord with every stormy wind 

T Batiblows <™, -amsorrle sat 
Dove-like upon the footstool of 
Eternity brooding over chaos. 

He dreamed, and dreamed, and in His 
Dream a bold relief of chaotic hues 
Outlined themselves upon the bosom 
Of the infinite sea . . . This was the 
Blue print of His creation. 

He gathered up the darkness into the 
Hollow of His hands and 
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Letting the chaotic blue print remain 
As a form, He began to create matter, 
And pour it into His mould. 

First He created the mineral kingdom 
With its jagged hills and crags, 

And towering mountains, its seas and 
Rivers and subterranean treasures, 
The planets, and stars, 

The flashing lightning riding upon 
The bosom of the storm in her chariot of 
Thunder. Myriads of worlds raced in their 
Orbits belching fire as if from the 
Smithy’s furnace . . . And He caused the 
Rain to fall and cool the earth. 

He began anew to create .. . He 
Created the vegetable kingdom 

With its giant trees, which he turned 
Under the molten lavas for fuel for 
The generations of men. 

He decked the earth in greenery, 

And the sea with plant life. 

He caused the trees to bear fruit 

Each of its kind, and the vines to 
Bear fruit and blossom each of its 
Kind, and seeing all was well, He 
Began anew to create 

The animal kingdom, which was last. 
He made the beasts, the reptiles, 

The sea and land-fowls, and the fish, 
And artist-like He closed the 

Doors of his studio and veiled the 
Windows, and began to work on His 
Masterpiece; this being completed, 
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He unveiled His windows and presented 
Man, a little God in reason and judgment, 
Volition and soul . . . and man became a 
Part of the creative being of the 

Universe, and heir to the eternal cycle 

Of progression . . . And God placed 
Man in a secluded spot away from the prey 
Of the wild beasts, and He caused fruits 
Of every kind to grow in abundance for man— 
Though a little God must learn by trial 
And error the arts of battle, and the pursuits 
Of happiness .. . 

And primitive man lived and multiplied 
Tending to the simple necessities 

Of life: but they neither saw 

Nor heard God .. . 

For He walked too close, so that 

They, as we are, 

Were blinded with His presence. 

He creates as of old, ere the 

Centuries’ sun grows cold, He 

Dreams, and schemes—and in His schemes; 
He gives to the World a living soul . . . 
And the end of His Creation 

Is not yet. 
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‘True Greatness 
By ALEXANDER COPELAND MILLAR 


He liveth most who loveth most 
The souls for whom Christ died, 
The Prince of Life, whose crimson flood 
Was love’s o’erflowing tide. 


As Christ, he loves whose life flows out 
In self-forgetful deeds; 

The greater loss the greater gain, 
To love that ever bleeds. 


SEH! 


Morning Song of Faith 
By LILA SADELIA GRAY 


(Ed. Note: This poem contains one hundred stanzas. 
I have selected a number of them for this anthology. 
Rubaiyat of Faith.) 


I 
Sing! Sing, my heart, to greet the morning light! 
Sad thoughts have compassed you throughout the 
night— 
Grave mysteries of life—that seemed to strike, 
An inner chord of consciousness and light. 


III 
And as that thought came, those that went before, 
Were heard and pondered—‘‘Open the new door!” 
“You know how short is life, and that you stay, 
A few days only—then return no more.” 


IV 
And as new hopes revive all old desires, 
The yearning heart to quietude retires, 
Where, ’mid the rose, and myrtle on its bough, 
Peace comes, renewing Faith, then doubt expires. 


XI 
Along life’s path you will ever find it strown 
With broken hearts—why go you on alone? 
Here must you see that love is not forgot, 
And comfort give to all the sad unknown. 


XII 
A smile may answer! You can test it now— 
Pause on your way, and kind and gentle, thou 
Shalt see sad hearts grow strong in Peacefulness, 
Ah, Peacefulness were precious gift enow. 
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XVI 
"Tis sadly true, we set our hearts upon 
Dead ashes—first they glow, and then anon 
Their glinimer dies, as sun upon the face 
Of earth at setting fades, when night is come. 


XVII 
They say when we are given the power to keep 
Some friend or foe from slipping on the steep, 
We larger grow in spirit, ’til at last 
We know our place—as tender of His sheep. 


XXI 
Ah, my beloved, ’tis sharing joy that clears 
The way to future good from our worst fears, 
As yesterdays go by—you then will see 
God’s hand, and how He works, through all the years. 


XXVI 
Why, all the seekers after truth are thrust 
Into the world to live and grow and trust; 
From one step to another strength is born— 
Life, Wisdom, Power—each have been discussed. 


XL ' 
E’en tiny birdlings for their morning sup 
To mother-birds and father-birds look up— 
Should we devoutly ask in prayer God's leaven, 
It will descend, to fill each empty cup. 


XLVII 
When you and I beyond all doubt have passed— 
Oh, the long time through which our peace shall last 
None lists our coming—nor departure heeds— 
Save God, the Father, who knows wherefore we're 
cast. 
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Ab. 
Great is the man who merits his reward 
For actions done. A long and pleasing horde 
Of good, from day to day, inspires the soul 
To gain this fruit of life, e’en by the sword. 


XC 
Ah, at its close, my fading life provide 
With needed courage, and ere life has died, 
Make of my mission here a living sheaf 
Of work well done upon the Master’s side. 


XCVIII 
Ah, Love! Could you and I with God conspire 
To grasp full meaning of His whole desire, 
Would not we bless it—hold it close, and then 
Spread forth His message to the world entire. 


& 
And when we die, oh, dear one, when we've passed 
Beyond the pale of earth—and reach at last 
Our promised home—when time shall know us not— 
We shall be God’s—His love will hold us fast. 
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Faith Beyond 


By MAURICE C. WAUGH 


To see injustice measured out 
And meet it with a stoic grace, 
Nor feel the bitter pangs of doubt 
That wrong shall find its rightful place— 


To know the thing your hands have wrought 
Has glorified some other name, 

And then applaud the honor brought 
A fellow workman just the same— 


To taste the dregs of sordid loss, 

Yet smile, and keep on keeping on 
Although the splinters from your cross 

Leave drops of blood where you have gone— 


To watch your life-dreams wax and wane, 
And dream more dreams in their dead place, 
Like coral reefs, each loss and pain 
An added wrinkle on your face— 


That, friend, is your immortal bond 
Where earthy hands shape human ways: 

Have faith in that which lies beyond 
Completion of your numbered days. 
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The Hindu Muses 


By ALICE ARMANDE FAIR 


I 
MAYA 
ILLUSION 


As fire-flies 

Hover in the dusk; 
The soul 

Of my Beloved 
Comes to me 

On the moon-tide. 
Indescribably delicate, 
Sweet-scented, 
Dream-laden. 

Upon my forehead 
The touch of a kiss, 
Sanctified, lotus-sweet, 
And then— 
Darkness. 


II 
KARMA 
THE LAW INVINCIBLE 


Once— 

In a young, untutored life, 
By casting 

Silver, and incense spells, 
I hoped to make you, 

My slave. 
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Now— 

After many lives 

Of wisdom and desolation, 
I behold you, 

A princess 

Radiant as dawn, 

And I, in your court-yard, 
An outcast. 


Karma, 

Is relentless; 

But through great piety and humility, 
I may raise my eyes, 
To the golden hem 
Of your garment; 
Touch my temples 
To the dust; 

And become, 
Again, 

A man. 
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Reincarnation 


By BERTIE E. APPLEGATE 


From out the vast and boundless blue 
A soul is wafted to this place. 

Its face is like the flow’ret’s bud, 
Its body is inimitable grace. 


It grows to youth, this tiny bud, 
Quickly its petals wide outspread, 

Astounding great its knowledge is, 
With many muses being wed. 


Full stature now and beauteous strength, 
A wisely welded, rounded whole. 

Some call it ‘“‘Luck’’—some call it “‘Fate’’— 
"Tis but experienced, agéd soul! 


Another soul comes to this earth. 
Its body ill and sore misshap’n. 
No flower this—no beauteous grace, 
Its mould from previous cause is tak’n. 


Its life of crime, evil and lust 
Some former evil life has known. 
Is God a monster, so unjust 
He would condemn a soul just born? 


Ah, is it luck? Ah, is it fate? 
From out the ages comes a cry, 
Be diligent thou—then thou shalt be 
As one who can with myst’ries vie. 
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And if this story strange appears, 

Think of the tree, the mountain, stream, 
Far lesser import they than we 

Yet wisdom from their lifetimes gleam. 


The tree which gladdens us in spring 
In cold bleak winds, on autumn day 
Is dead, but to the eye alone. 
It has just laid its dress away. 


And now another spring has come, 

With glad, sweet cry it bursts with joy, 
Lives once again upon this earth, 

In dainty green its charm alloy. 


Is life so light, so soft a thing, 

Its lessons, like one day in school 
We can so soon assimilate,— 

Is this an understanding rule? 


Is this vast, glorious cosmos here 
Made for a day, a year, a life? 

The stars go singing round and round. 
They learn, like us, thru toil and strife. 


No, ’tis an ageless, endless thing, 
And life and life and life again, 
We come and go, as days in school 

Until our souls we learn to reign. 


Published in St. Petersburg Times, June 16th, 1929. 
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Life 
(Sonnet) 
By ELKANAH EAST TAYLOR 


Just as the plum-tree lifts its ivory flower 

When whispering south-winds in fair branches blow, 
Holding against blue skies frail buds of snow 

In silent loveliness,—so in that hour 

Love calls there is a subtle, mystic power 

That warms to life Truth’s thoughts that glow 

In beauty like the plum-tree’s. This I know: 

After the winter’s pain the spring’s glad dower. 

But just as plum-trees have their spring and fall, 
Life, too, must have its blue and pewter skies, 
Youth’s days of pleasure, and old-age of pain, 

And dreams and sleep . . . then that far clarion call 
‘That each must hear . . . and wakening arise 
Somehow, somewhere to seek the spring again! 
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‘The Final Refuge 


By ELKANAH EAST TAYLOR 


Shall this warm flesh that we guard so, 
All satin-soft and fair as snow, 
Go back to clay or restless dust? 


These eyes that ever hungered for 
Beauty of sea and sand and star, 
Be one with worm and loam and rust? 


And shall the soul, infused in flesh, 
Stay prisoned in its clayey mesh, 
Or coldly to the sod be thrust? 


Beauty to beauty, clay to clay, 
Each seeks its own somewhere, some day... 
The soul is God’s and He is just! 
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Destiny 


By T. CORWIN MYERS 


A glorious morning! Sunshine, 
Burnishing the green of myriad trees 
On distant hillside, and birds, 
Splitting their tender throats 

With happy song, greeting the dawn. 
The bubbling brook, crystal clear, 
Uniting itself in circling ripples 
With the bosom of the limpid lake. 
Youth’s morning—enthusiastic, 
Seeing only the part of things 
Which glorify. 


Come closer. Behind the wall 

Of leafy trees, beneath the roots 

Of gentle flowers, beneath the lake, 
Supporting the floor of beds of lily pads, 
Created by Omnipotence, ages old, 

Lies Iron. 


Man 

In insatiable search for betterment, 

Has pushed aside the leafy lace, the flow’ry scarf, 
And torn the moulded breast of all creation 
Until the heart 

Lies bare! 


Clanking chains, tortuous bands of steel, 

Snorting engines, monstrous hissing things, 

Steam shovels, their swollen jaws dripping 
red blood of earth; 
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Slaves, sweating! as worshipers, half stark, 
Before a fiery idol. Terrific heat, 
Consuming fire; the mass is purged 

Of dross, and from it all 

Comes iron. 


And I? 

A flitting speck among the countless throng 
Of things called men, 

Enraptured of the morning 

With the songs of birds, 

Heedless of nature’s wound, 

And careless of the sound of toil, 
With bared chest and bulging muscle, 
Plunge deep my ladle 

And fetch forth the molten metal— 
My destiny. 


Glowing furnace, burning out impurity, 

A careful heat, a cooling still more careful: 
Hammering, with more than human energy, 
Upon the cold anvil of humanity. 

Sparks fly about, some searing, 

Some dying as they come to rest 

On sparks still more dead; 

To mould a chain, 

And fetters, 

And shackles. - 


All these, sunshine and morning, 

The babbling brook, youthful impatience, 
Sweating, fires and tempering, 

To build a thing so small, and yet, 
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In itself, my work has been perfection, 

Perfection of detail, of conception, of completion. 
And now, through human turn of fortune, 

I must wear them. 


I glory in my handiwork, 

And though incarcerated by it, 

Still, it is mine. My wrists, once free, 

The tender skin denied the healing sun, 
Burnish the surface and make it shine, 

A mirror is no brighter than face of steel 
Polished by contact of bursting pulse: 

And each link smoothes the next until 
The whole looks white and shines like silver. 
And palms of hands have rubbed them 
Till the touch is tender. 

And shackled feet—steel wrought by me— 
Hold me: do not permit that I should see 
Whence comes that little ray of light 
Through iron bars. 


But in that ray 

I see a world of promise. 
Because of it I know that somewhere 
There is abundance of freedom 
And light, and all it means: 
Sunshine, and morning, 

The babbling brook, 

Youth’s impatience, 

Sweating, 

Fires, 

And tempering. 
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‘The Creator’s Advice 


BY VIVIEN L. MAXWELL 


Go, you infant of my making, 
And know life for yourself; 
Learn the lessons for your taking, 
You’re a man, and not an elf. 
Do not fear to go alone,— 
‘Though the way be long and steep, 
For I will guide you o’er each stone 
As well as thru the deep. 
Lean not on some other mortal 
For your substance every day; 
But pass thru each larger portal 
With greater knowledge of the way. 
Keep your life within your breast, 
And for yourself alone, 
For you should understand the best— 
Your every shade and tone. 
Do not fear to meet life squarely, 
Be not afraid to grow— 
The more battles you fight fairly 
The more that you will know. 
Weather every test that’s yours, 
Greet it with a smile, 
For the man with the highest scores 
Has suffered for awhile. 
See! your needs are all within you— 
Strength to play your part. 
Look only for the good and true, 
But first, find joy within your heart. 
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Adventure 
By ADA ROE 


Last kindly sleep, receive me, then 
In gentle arms convey me far— 
I long to cross Eternal Space, 
To journey past the farthest star. 


A traveler I have never been, 

Have never wandered far from home, 
But now the urge is in my soul, 

Come, kindly sleep, and let us roam. 


Come journey far beyond the strife 
Of little men with little creeds, 

And far beyond the grasping herd 
Of mannikins with ancient greeds, 


Into the vast, unvaulted space 
Of verities whose crystal light 
Illumines and allures the soul— 
Transcendent in celestial flight. 
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The Mountebank 


By KATE Downs ATKINSON 


Let him be a stoic 

In this world where evils are; 
Not in deeds of glory, 

But in stark endurance star. 


Let the tears that blind him, 
Be crushed within his heart, 
Till the nerves within him 
Bear the wounds without a start— 


Captain of his soul 
Till he can take the rdle 
Of mountebank grotesque— 
Direct his small burlesque. 


Let people stare and say 
“Very shallow he must be’; 
They do not know how heavy 
The cross that he can see. 


Did he accept their pity 
His sham had been in vain; 
To hide his deepest sorrow 
He chose this part to feign. 


Let him mask and play his antics 
And grimace at the crowd, 

Till the fall of the final curtain 
Brings him exit and his shroud. 
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To One in Pain 


By FREELAND PENNEY 


The agony of death is written 
There upon her youthful face; 
Her eyes gape blindly, sadly smitten; 
Sorrow and suff’ring in their place. 


Agony— 

Writhing so painfully, 
Hugging the air, 

If only a wind gust 
Would tousle her hair! 


W orry— 

So wan and despairing, 
Pray do not weep. 

Oh, why does not someone 
Put you to sleep? 


Pain— 

Ye waters on her cheeks!— 
Niobe’s tears. 

Oh, for an April rain 
To drown her pain! 


The agony of death is written 
There upon her youthful face— 

Her shadow-self a hopeless victim 
Of the cruelty of her race. 
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The Lamp of Life 


By NELLIE REILLY 


Blest are those that carry the incense lamp 

Of meekness, hope and humility. 

Blest is he that keeps the sweet smelling aroma 
burning, 

With deeds that will waft heavenwards. 

Traveling along, each one carries his lamp 

Where glows a spark of eternity; 

For as each soul passed the gate of eternity, 

On his way to the road of life, 

An incense lamp was given him to carry, 

Wherein a spark of eternal life glowed. 

Given it was to be his beacon light, 

And ever led him on his long journey, 

Until he came to the path of eternal life, 

To where he was sent on a divine call. 

At the path of eternal life will he rejoice, 

When he looks on his lamp burning in radiance. 

There he will receive many gifts that he had gained, 

While he kept his lamp burning brightly. 

From the heavens’ treasure vaults, 

Will his gifts be given him, each one labeled 

With the deed that had brought it forth. 

Then shall an angel smile on the new-comer; 

The spark from the lamp will leap with joy; 

For ’tis then the traveler will live anew; 

For in a dim recollection the angel he will know. 

Again the spark will leap and burn more 
brilliantly. 

The soul of man will then cry out in joy, 
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For again it is home in its haven. 

Holding out her arms the angel will draw her 
charge to her, 

As she murmurs, “‘Again we are home to live, 

To delight in the love and presence of our Master. 

Happy I was, dear charge, when your lamp burned 
brightly, 

While far above, gifts were being stored for you. 

Now shall you be repaid, for your soul shall live, 

In the light of God, our eternal light.” 
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Autumn 
By ALBERT ELI SLOCUM 


Who was it that all summer long 
Sighed content, in the evening breeze,— 
Heard birds make love to mates with song 
And lips touched lips beneath the trees? 


Now shriveled leaves lie on the ground 
With the solemnity of frail things, 

Close to earth’s breast without a sound 
As autumn folds their stricken wings. 


I, too, would leave the world without a sigh, 
Never to see the tear in morning’s eyes, 
Nor hear blind evening sing a lullaby 
For sleepy earth and me, in restless nights. 


Never to gaze on this sad pageantry 

Where dreams are seared and youths grow old, 
I, too, would have stars hear me solemnly 

When shades of night the earth enfold— 


When I might gaze at skies, and winds would fold 
My hands,—and scatter leaves across my face,— 
Sadness is clutching me, and life is like 
A wounded cry, the gasp of a dying race. 
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Leaves 
By S. I. DAVIES 


Farewell, my withered leaves, 
This day you have to go, 
My spirit sad receives 
A very crushing blow; 
Back in the spring I prayed 
For you, before your birth, 
You came, and you allayed 
My suffering with your mirth. 


Kind comrades, when you came, 
I was an invalid, 
You go, I am the same, 
Of pain I am not rid; 
A withered leaf I’ve been 
For many autumns past, 
Clinging, by thread so thin, 
To life till blows Death's blast. 


O leaves! you were so true 

All summer long to me, 
About my window you 

Made shade ungrudgingly; 
You whispered in my ear: 

“Through pain is womanhood 

Refined; the green and sere 

Together work for good.’’ 


Your glossy green is gone, 
Recall you what you said? 
Do you in peace pass on 
To be among the dead? 
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Your greenness is not lost, 
It lives in Nature’s breast, 

Next spring, despite Death’s frost, 
“Twill shelter many a nest. 


Strange how we learn to lean 
On things like you, frail leaves! 
For the dead babe, once seen, 
Strange how the mother grieves! 
Strange how the jilted swain 
Allows himself to fret! 
The secret of all pain 
Is—joy and we once met. 


I dread the coming days, 

You greatly I shall miss, 
So winning were your ways, 

You brought me hours of bliss; 
Tis true, in other years, 

Your kindred won my heart, 
But you move me to tears, 

This day, as you depart. 


Outdoors your days were spent, 
Outdoors you fade and die, 
While in my room I’m pent, 
My life a fitful sigh; 
Death lays you in the dust, 
O’er you the sad rain pours,— 
Hush, leaves! I greet God’s gust! 
I—come—to—you—outdoors! 
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Lilacs 


By S. I. DAVIES 


I wonder, on this last of March, 

If, when is built the last of May’s blue arch, 
I shall be able to walk out alone 

To Cogswell’s Lot, where then are blown 
Two lilac bushes bright by ruins old! 

God give 

My failing feet new strength 

To make the journey at full length, 

And grant it be a day of gold; 

To dream of it makes it worth while to live. 


Old Cogswell’s Lot 

Is an abandoned farm 

Within a mile-long hollow ’tween two hills, 
Whose flanks protrude full many a mammoth rock; 
The spot 

No human heart but mine e’er thrills, 

No other feels its charm: 

It furnishes the neighborhood 

With winter wood, 

And summer pasture-run for sleek young stock; 
Forsaken is the road 

That one-time idled by, 

Flush with the sod 

Barn and abode 

By Time are laid; 

The days drop down to dream, 

And sleepless night-winds sigh: 

Some woman, likely, by her door 
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Set out two sapling lilac bushes, 

One springtime morn of yore, 

While in the woods were singing thrushes— 
Her spirit lives in lilacs now, 

A lovely thing, all will allow! 

The only glories that have stayed 

Are lilacs, in Maytide agleam, 

And God! 


I do not wish my earthly span 

Extended longer than I can 

Walk out to Cogswell’s Lot the lasts of Mays, 

Walk out, unhelped, through tangled ways, 

To see 

The miracle of lilac sprays, 

And hide in them deep, deep my face, 

And say, as J the sprays embrace: 
“Without alloy, 

I love you, lilacs, for the joy 

You give to God and me!” 
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My Ship 


By GERTRUDE WHEELER MOSHER 


Sailing majestically on and on, 
From out the shining rosy west, 
My ship, you say, is coming to me 
Laden with joy, and peace, and rest. 


Cutting the waves with her golden prow, 
Leaving behind her a trail of light,— 
A radiance of beauteous hue,— 
A yellow sapphire, clear and bright. 


My ship is manned by an angel crew, 
Whose music will be wondrous sweet, 
Over the waves ‘twill be borne to me, 
A message from friends I long to greet. 


And you say it is coming to me? 
My perfect ship of peace and joy? 
When—Oh! When, is its coming to be? 
When shall I hear its ‘““Port Ahoy’’? 


There are jagged rocks along the shore; 
I wonder,—will she safely land; 

Will she rest in triumph on the beach, 
On a shining, gleaming strand? 


Or will she be dashed, a helpless wreck, 
Against the cruel, pitiless rocks, 

Or left to wander on in the dark, 
To sink while the dense bleakness mocks? 
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One night, or day, of neglect to light 
The lanterns of faith in my heart,— 

My beautiful ship of love and hope 
Would lose its course bereft of chart. 


God help me to keep well-trimmed the lamps, 
In the beacon-house given me; 

To care for, so that my ship of love 
May not go astray in life’s deep sea. 


My ship—you say—is coming to me, 
Bringing blessings of trust and love, 

And rest and gladness and happiness, 
All sent by my Father above. 


Sailing majestically on, it comes 
From out the sunset flooded west; 

Oh! may it touch shore full long enough 
To take me to Heaven and Rest. 
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At Daybreak 


By LILLIAN PACE 


At some fair daybreak 

I shall set my house in order, 

My frayed and much loved volumes 
Put in place upon their narrow shelves, 
Then don my blue-gold dress 

And go away. 


And then the neighbors all will come 

And smooth and press and fold away 

The gray old dresses that I wore 

And all the other things that were a part of me, 
Then fasten blinds and doors, 

And then go home. 


But I—Oh, somewhere, 

Out to meet the glad new morning, 
To stand in awe on some high star 
And listen to God’s shining worlds 
Go singing, lilting by— 

I shall not care. 
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On Hearing of the Death of a Friend 


By HARRIETT GRACE MCINTOSH 


Ours to unfold, 

Ours to use, 

Ours to enjoy, 

But not to hold; 

Oh, what an elusive thing is life! 
Twas but today you were alive— 
Vivid !—Glowing !— 

Your kindly helping hand 
Embraced us with enfolding bounty: 
A pause; silence— 

Did I hear the rustle of wings 

As your spirit departed? 

Or was it the wind 

Playing in the willows? 
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Lines Written in a Nuns’ Graveyard 
in Chicoutimi 
(The Graveyard of the Ladies of Good Council) - 
By JAMES A. WHITAKER 


A little graveyard on a craiglet set, 
A wooden cross to mark each sacred place 
Where sleeps some virgin in her humble tomb, 
While blossoms represent her vanished face. 


What light of guiding star that brought them here 
To end their journey on this sacred knoll? 

Where a heavy cross hangs o’er the Saguenay— 
Their sign of faith—their standard of the soul! 


Was it a pride that felt the flush of youth? 
Or wounded hearts renewed in flowing tears? 
Was it some broken chord that lost its strain— 
And here found peace that mellowed with the 
years? 


Some left the comforts of ancestral homes, 
Some left the peasants’ huts on ranges drear— 
All left the tinsel of a world that fades 
To form a heavenly bouquet gathered here. 


And here their ashes lie in perfect peace, 
In silent rest they shunned upon the earth. 
The tiny mounds are held with wooden frames 
Where dancing flowers laugh in joyous mirth. 


They served a Master merciful and true, 
They wed a Spouse Whose love can never die; 
He knows the ground where paupers’ bones are blent 
And counts the mounds where His sainted 
virgins lie, 
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On the Death of Mr. F. 


By ROMANE ORLANDO 


No more! Ah, fled the breath and stopt the heart— 
The eyes are sealed in wakeless slumbers now. 
No more the bloodless lips to smile will part, 
Nor deep dark frowns to cross the manly brow. 
Alas! No earthly woes can swell his breast, 
His gentle love her sorrow’s passion stay— 
And who shall hush the orphaned babe to rest 
When ended is the cheerless, trying day? 
No more—he rests now well—this simple man— 
A goodly soul, blest in his humble lot; 
A friend to all—and could his friendship span 
Till enmity at once itself forgot 
And shed obsequies for him when death 
Too soon forever claimed his ebbing breath. 


Foresight 


By GRACIE GILLMAN 


When this love ends, no morbid unhappiness! 
There needs must be hours, eternities long, 
When the mind will image 

The voluptuous contact once known. 

When the body will be racked, 

Writhing torturously in its yearning 

For the touch of loved flesh; 

For those enraptured moments 

In which you murmured my name, 

Over, and over again! 

For the tenderness of your caressing hands 
On my hair, the weight of your head 

Against my heart, for these I shall know 

Yet many times, a brutal, terrible desire... 
An excruciating need to snatch 

From the memory of things past, 

That which in like intensity 

I can feel no more. 

But, there will also come the time 

When, because of the finiteness of all things, 
The mind will reach the limit of anguish, 
The body of agony. 

Love will have consumed itself, and sated, 
Withdraw quietly unto itself, 

And I shall know the nothingness of . . . Peace! 
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Fate 
By RUPERT S. HILL 


This night have I joined hands with Fate, 
Looked within the eye of all the world, 
And my heart is heavy; 

I have seen the ways of 

Men 

Unraveled as the silk 

From the soft cocoon. 

I have heard the tender melody 

Soft and haunting 

Of the very stars above; 

Have kissed the lips of death 

Cold as a universe without 

A sun. 

Yet I know but little more 

Of all these queer sad things, 

Little less than that 

I knew before. 
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Anticipation 
By ANNA R. BAKER 


Death is a genial host! 

In palaces more beautiful than fairy tales can boast 
He entertains my friends who could not wait for me. 
From thence on iridescent wings of memory, 
Come echoed cadence, lilt and tone 

Of voices as familiar as my own. 

The butterfly, emerged from winter cell, 

The greening leaf, the resurrected flower, all tell 
A message of enduring love. I know 

A welcome waits when Life will let me go. 

After every winter comes a spring 

Pulsing with a promise—a hope unwavering— 
That with my last, expectant, eager breath, 

I shall become the honored guest of Death. 
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Candlesticks 


By FRANCES A. WALKER 


Those brass ones—tall and strong and beautiful, 
With colored tapers waiting to be lit, 
Speaking of other days so long ago, 
Of love and life, and laughter, and a wit 


That played on all it touched, like 
Flickering flame on youthful heads 
Around the hearth—Oh, memory of all 

That storied time, that spreads 


Like ripples in a pool to other shores— 
Tapers of yesterday—I see you yet! 

And then the bedroom candlesticks upon 
The polished table where the revelers met, 


And each one took his own, to mount 
In merry chatter up the winding stair— 
“Good night—good night—sweet dreams— 
Be up in time, the weather will be fair, 


“And we must ride—’’ What echoes 
Come from out the past, what dreams, 
And haunting shapes, and dancing images that 
Flash and hide and glow within the candle’s 
beams! 


And then the altar candlesticks, fairest 
Of all, symbolic, heavenly, alight 
With holy flame before the sacred shrine, 

Like good deeds shining in His sight. 
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And last the seven candlesticks before 
The Throne of God, the gifts 

That men have spurned, to make them wise— 
Immortal flames that show no rifts 


Betwixt His love and ours—Shine on, 
And light our pathway through the dark 
Of stumbling years, until the sun arise and 
We mount upward singing like the lark. 
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Compensation 
By HARRIET MACKEY TURNER 


Re is not blind, to whom is given 
The feel of lovely things; 

Who senses scattered bits of heaven 
Among earth’s common things. 


He is not deaf, within whose soul 
Echoes one lyric strain; 

Where sometimes mighty anthems roll, 
Or sounds an old refrain. 


He is not lone, who grows a flower 
Or loves a worthwhile book, 

Or with the poets lives an hour 
In some sequestered nook. 


He is not dead who still abides 
Within some dear one’s thought; 
Who leaves behind, when death betides, 
A love-deed he has wrought. 


373 


From Out the Deep 


By WILHELM HARDY WEBER 


From out the deep of that great wilderness, 
A mighty wind shall bear me far— 

Oh, let there be no tears to mar 

My passing into peaceful nothingness. 


And as I hear the first faint rumblings of the wind, 
I pray that I may lift my head in pride, 

With ordered calmness put my work aside, 

And place my house in readiness, nor look behind. 


For there can be no terror in a dreamless sleep, 
Pressed close to Nature’s steady heart; 

There to live anew and do my part 

In helping leafy things to climb from out the deep. 
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Rest 


By REX BARRETT HAGAN 


When my ships have gone to sea 
There will rest time come for me, 
But until their sails are spread 
To the driving winds ahead 

I shall work by night, by day, 
Till my ships have sailed away. 


When their wings of shining white 

Pass beyond the Harbor Light 

I shall know the time is near,— 

While I listen for the clear 

Promised words that mean my rest,— 
“You have given Me your best.” 
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At Eventide 


By PHILIP ADAM PETER 


When the shades of Evening gather 
"Round my house and all is calm, 
When o’er field, and brake and heather 
Nature spreads the healing balm; 

Then unnumbered recollections 
Crowd into my thoughtful soul 

And a thousand dear reflections 
Like an ocean ’round me roll. 


Then the forms of dear departed 
Rise upon my raptured sight, 
And the pure and noble-hearted 
Reappear in shining light. 
Then I feel that in sweet union 
I am still to them allied, 
And with them I hold communion 
In my thoughts at Eventide. 


Oh, the blessed hope of meeting 
Those dear friends who entered there! 
Oh, the joys of heavenly greeting 
When we breathe celestial air! 
Thus I love to sit and ponder 
On those things that will abide, 
While my soul is filled with wonder 
When I muse at Eventide. 
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Resurrection 
By NATALIE Morris 


I saw a cloud of butterflies 
Arising from the ground, 
Misty, grey, they were like sighs, 
That make no human sound. 


Up they flew in the twilight hours 
And disappeared from sight, 

As if they were the souls of flowers 
That passed away that night. 
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My Freehold in Spring 


By P. R. MINAHAN 


Cold winds have chilled my heart, the clouds have bent 

My back, the mud and snows have slowed my feet; 
My days are dull—life’s ardor nearly spent 

With Time’s potations—bitter draughts and sweet; 
But here my freehold lies; I must survey 

The bounties kept, the treasure diced away. 


The clustered snow upon my acres rests; 

The winter passes—lo! the breezes bring 
The germ of life mysterious that tests 

The shriveled rootlets in the jovial spring. 
What cells survive that winter would destroy 

To worship heaven with their emerald joy? 


I wait expectant the deliverance hour; 
My faded eye acquires unwonted glow; 
All of life’s planting, bush and vine and flower, 
Sleep in the mystery of the whitened snow: 
One seed I know will lift its green above 
‘The dead and quick—to breathe maternal love! 
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Lone Wolf 


By MARY ELLEN MoorgE 


Lone Wolf, where is your mate? 
Lone Wolf, by what unkind fate 
Stand you alone and gaze 

Far, far into the night? 

The stars shine overhead; 
Happy the homes before you lie, 
And yet— 

You stand alone and gaze. 

You lift your head. 

I seem to hear you cry. 


Lonely as thou, stand I and wait, 
Inexorable seems my fate. 

God gives to you the instinct of the free; 
A little light He gives to me 

Like the star without the moon o’erhead. 
Straight to the mark I’m sure you'll go. 
Shall I with faltering steps, seek to and fro? 
No, straight to the mark I too, must go. 
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